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TO THE MEMORY 

of the rev d . WILLIAM DODD, m. a. 

MANY YEARS VICAR OF BOURN IN LINCOLNSHIRE J 

WHO DIED AUGUST 8, 1756* 

AGED 54: 

and of ELIZABETH his wife* 
' who died May the 2i 8T . 1755* 

AGED 55. 

WORTHY PARENTS, 

whose partial fondness encouraged, 
jut whose wise, sollicltous, and ever-valued 

CARE 

-ENABLED THEIR 80N TO FAR BETTER PITRSUlTS, 

THAN "THIS IDLE TRADE:" 

THAT SON, 

WITH THE HIGHEST FILIAL VENERATION, . 

INSCRIBES THIS LITTLE VOLUME OF POEMS, 

AS AN HUMBLE, BUT AFFECTIONATE MONUMENT 

OF THEIR MERIT, AND OP HIS LOVE. 

« 
BEST OF PARENTS ! 

WE SHALL MEET AGAIN ! 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



MOST of the poems in this volume are juve- 
nile performances ; the reft, the mere amufe- 
jnent of vacant moments * ; never fullered to intrude 
upon more important hours, or to interrupt better and 
more ufeful occupations. Though the author lays no 
great ftrefs upon them, nor builds any hope of increaf- 
ing reputation upon their bottom ; yet, as many of 
them have appeared in public, and are fcattered 
through different mifcellanies, he was willing to col- 
lect them together : and the rather, becaufe he is. thus 
enabled to pay a debt of filial affettion; and to leave 
behind him a little meinorialof himfelf, with thofe 
who love him. 



Southampton-Row, 
February 14, 1767. 



* See preface to the Moral Paftorals, page 207. 
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AN HYMN TO GOOD-NATURE. * 

INSCRIBED TO Ot^R REMAINING FRIEND SAT 

MARGATE. M D C C L X. 

Hilarifque, tsunen cum pondered virtus. . •' it at, 

t 

i 

HAIL, lovely nymph! upon whofe dimpled cheek 
Sits ever-fmiling Candor ! thee I wooe 
At morn, at eve, and in my mid-day Jong, 
To bleft my focial walk.— Thoo art the fun, 
Its light, its luftre to the moral world 
Difpenfing : darknefs broods, and fullen gloom 
Spreads her black pall o'er every fcene of joy, 
Where thy foft eyes with-hold the genial finite. 

Lift to thy fuitor, nymph; extend thine hand, 
White as the fwan's foft down, to lead me home, 
That I may dwell, for ever dwell with thee ; 
And hold familiar converfe with thy fitt 

B Good 
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Good Senfe, alert and vigorous old man f 

And with thy lifter Pity oft retire 

Into the lonely grove, to drop the tear, 

To vent the figh humane! — For thou, fweet nymph, 

Perfection's qneen, Good Nature, — thou waft born 

Of Tendernefs, the woodland fair, whom erft 

Strong Senfe, thy fire robuft, in greenwood (hade, 

Faft by a brook, which babbles thro' the dell, 

By ruflet fern ftirrounded ; whom he met, 

As wearied from the chace, he fought the ftream 

To flake his thirft, and graceful bore his bow 

Unftrung upon his fhoulder:— There he met, 

He faw, he lov'd, and to his fond embrace 

Woo'd her, and won ; and cropt the precious rofe 

Of her virginity : while Hymen's torch 

Blaz'd with a double fplendor : thou, fweet nymph, 

Waft the lov'd produce of their firft young blifs ; 

Good Nature, fprung from Tendernefs, the bride, 

And manly Senfe, the jolly, happy groom i 

Thee, thee, I woo, fweet nymph, at morn, at eve A 
At noon; at mid-day ; for thy tender heart, 
Studious to. kindle Satisfaction's glow 
In each rofe-tinftur'd check, difdains to wound, 
With flighted pain, thehumbleft ; thou wouldft wipe 
The tear from ev'ry eye; and even the worm 
Beneath thy feet, companionate, wouldft fave 
From the leaft pang of corporal fuiFerance 1 
Yet, to the ftoic apathy eftrang'd, 
Thou canft, with fteady courage, probe to th' quick 
The wound thou mean'ft to cure ; thou canft reprove 
With all the fweet perfuafion of efteem : 
And give a momentary pang, to free 

The 
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The worthy mind from its ignoble chain. 
Tho' on the fwifteft wings of panting love 
Thou wouldft fly forth to work a brother's weal, 
Thoughtlefs of toil ;-^-yet art thou never led 
An eafy captive, with compliance mean, 
At the foft lure of every fyren fong, 
Which trills delufive : thou art of thy fteps 
No lefs obfervant, than of thy compeers, 
Slow chofen, long approv'd ; and firm can'ft Hand 
The noify dafh of ignorant Vice's waves. 
Not fo that counterfeit, who oft afTumes 
Thy name refpe&ful, giglet, light, and baft, 
Daughter of Folly ; whofe unmeaning front 
Wears the foft fimper of perpetual fmiles ! 
Unballafted by virtue, and feduc'd 
Ever to follow the gay painted barge, 
That with obftreperous tumult fpreads its fails, 
Its filken fails, as pleafure's gales fhall blow 
Upon Simplicity's moil perilous main : 
Improvident of danger ; and of chart, 
Of compafs, and of anchor, madly void ! 

No, gentle nymph, thy folid, foberer joys, 
Approv'd while felt, and pleating on review, 
Thy joys, of foft benignity, I'd tafte; 
Thy joys, — which give its dignity, its worth 
To this life,— painful boon, when difcontent 
Inverts the profpecl-glafs, and all things kens 
Enlarg'd in foul Malignity's thick mill. 
Then, foft Good-Nature, fhed, oh fhed thy light ; 
Deign, Nymph, thy vivifying fmile ; may all 
Before my fight be beautified by thee ! 
Whether in folitude's meandring fhades, 

B 2 Amidft 
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Amidft the upknd copfc, or by the fide 

Of fedgy-fringed brook, along the mead 

Bedeck'd with Bowers* 1 ftray ; thou, thou, fair nymph, 

Illume the profpeft, thou the upland copfe, 

And thou the fedgy-fringed brook, or mead, 

Bedeck'd with flowrets, give me to behold 

With placid fmiles, and approbation's warmth. 

When by my Charmer's fide, my bride, my love, 
Lift'ning I drink the mufic of her tongue, 
Oh ftill and e'er be prefent ; give me eyes 
To trace her every amiable perfection ; 
To magnify her graces ; and to draw 
The veil of fond affe&ion,— »fond, not blind— 
O'er her minuter foibles, whence alas ! 
Mortality, moft refin'd, (hall ne'er be fret I 

And as in love, fo teach me to converfe 
In friendihip's facial intercourfe ; oh teach 
Each attion to behold in faireitjight : 
Befl motives to ajfign : to palliate faults : 
Exculpate, where I may : and from the word 
Extract, and hold to view the worthy part : 
While for the beft, the generous,, and the good, 
With joy exalted, I ftand up, and fay, 
" Behold his virtues ; mark, and imitate." 
—But never may the curfe of envy's guilt 
Lead me to pry out littlenefs and faults, 
Where merit claims my praife : and baiely caufc 
Even in a nut-fhell to comprife the worth, 
While half the world will fcarce fuffice to hold 
The thoufand faults, which my quick-fighted pride 
Difoerns in him I envy.— Hence the thought; 

Touch witfe the lenient balm of thy foft love, 

Good- 
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dood-Nature, gentle Nymph, the heart morofe, 

The felf-tormcnting heart, where thoughts, like diefe, 

Corrofive gnaw ! — - Or if, my focial friends, 

With whom, regretful, late I intermix'd 

The parting palm,— if hap'ly hearts like thefe 

Be found amidft the bevy of bright nymphs, 

Or fwains affiduous on fair Margate's fhore, 

Ah, let us to Good-Nature ftrait prefer 

A common prayer ; that either me would tear 

The black empoifon'd drop forth from their breafb : 

Or wafh off every tinge, defiling tinge 

Of foul Malevolence, in old Ocean's waves, 

The common purifier of human ills. 

So ihall a general candor dwell ferene 
On every brow ; and each, with generous toil, . 
Shall labour to diifufe the heart-felt blifs 
Of fweet benevolence : fo a dawn of Heaven 
Shall beam upon the mind, where faints feel joy 
Confummate ; ever lov'd, becaufe in love 
They ever live harmonious ; ever bleft, 
For bleffing is the bufinefs of their lives ! 

Oh ! while on Margate's fea-worn coaft you tread, 
And court the rofy nymph, Hygeia f bleft, 
To your embraces, in the briny waves :— 
May foft Good-Nature, on each focial fcheme 
Attend concomitant : whether you tread 
With jocund feet to Draper's *, or Nafh-court # : 
Or, with profound amaze, from Light-houfe *, view 
The vail domain of Neptune, and admire 

f Goddefs of health. 

• * * Places of ufual refoit near Margate. 

Hit 
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His azure waves, fring'd with the filver foam ; 
Whether on fober palfry, or in coach 
Drawn by Margatian fteeds, much toil'd, ill fed, 
You vifit, or fam'd Ramfgate's riling pier, 
Slow work of public coft : or the vaft cliffs 
And fcenes romantic of fair Dover view ; 
Whence late, fo late, we faw with cheerful eye, 
The chalky face of Gallia's hoftile coaft, 
?Nor felt a terror (fons of dauntlefs prowefs) 
So near us tho* the foe ; — where late we flood 
Mere pigmies on the ftranct; and ftrain'd our fight 
To reach the top of that cloud-vefted cliff, 
Meet emblem of his genius *, high who towers 
Above his brother bards, as that white rock, 
Firm-rooted as his fame, rears o'er the reft 
Its fearful nodding fummit !— or if at home, 
In all the elegance of drefs, you tread, 
And give a luftre to the fprightly rooms, 
Where beams young Love in many a fair one's eye ; 
Where- e'er you pafs ; ah ! may the fmiling nymph 
DifFufe her joys emollient ; fhe can gild 
The glooanieft fcenes ; and, perfect chemift fhe, 
Whate'er fhe touches turns to pureft gold. 

Then farewell, oh my friends ! and, ye white cliffs* 
Beneath whofe towering height fo oft I walk'd 
On the fmooth level fand ; while all my foul 
Was wrapt into aftonifhment and praife 
At thy tremendous works, Maker omnipotent ! 
Then farewell, oh my friends ! but thou, lov'd nymph, 
Good-Nature, fprung from Tendernefs-aad £enfe, 

* Shakefpeare. 
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I bid not thee farewell ; no ; till the hour 

When the Great Mailer fummons me to leave 

Terreftrial *peace and harmony, for peace 

And harmony, perennial, in the realms 

Of blifs unutterable ; thee will I woo ! 

Oh, ftill attend me thro' the walk of life. 

Smile on my brow, and triumph in my heart.— 

So ihall I reft me on the down of peace ; 

So ihall my weeping friends, when the lafl figh 

Declares departed life, fmiting their breafts 

Say—" Lov'd he liv'd, and loving:-*- peace to his 

lhade, 
" Embalm him, Memory, and receive him, Heaven!" 



THE 



s\ 'sS** POEMS* 



THE AFRICAN PRINCE, 

WHEN IN ENGLAND, MDCCXLIX. 

TO ZARA AT HIS FATHEl's COURT* . 

I INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 

EARL OF HALIFAX. 

PRinces, my fair, unfortunately great. 
Born to the pompous vaflalage of ftate, . 
Whene'er the public calls, are doom'd to fly 
Domeftic blifs, and break the private tie. 
Fame pays with empty breath the toils they bear, 
And love's foft joys are chang'd for glorious care. 
Yet confcious virtue, in the filent hour, 
Rewards the hero with a noble dower. 
For this alone I dar'd the roaring fea, 
Yet more, for this I dar'd to part with thee. 
But while my bofom feels the nobler flame, 
Still, unreprov'd, it owns thy gentler claim. 
Tho' virtue's awful form my foul approves, 
'Tis thine, thine only, Zara, that it loves. 
A private lot had made the claim but one, 
The prince alone muft love, for virtue, fliun. 
Ah ! why, diitinguiih'd from the happier crowd* 
To me the blifs of millions difallow'd ? 
Why was I fingled for imperial fway, 
Since love, and duty, point a different way ? 

Fix'd the dread voyage, and the day decreed, 
When duty's vittim, love, was doom'd to bleed, 

' Toe 
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Too .well my memory can thofe fcenes renew, 

We met to figh, to weep our ltil adieu. 

That confcious palm, beneath whofe towering made 

So oft our vows of mutual love were made ; 

Where hope ft) oft anticipated joy, 

And plann'd of future years the bleft employ ; 

That palm was witnefs to the tears we fhed, 

When that fond hope, and all thofe joys were fled* 

Thy trembling lips, with trembling lips, I prefs'd, 

And held thee panting to my panting bread. 

Our forrow, grown too mighty to fuftain, 

Now fnatch'd us, fainting, from the fenfe of pain. 

Together linking in the trance divine, 

I caught thy fleeting foul, and gave thee mine. 

O ! bleft oblivion of tormenting care \ 

O ! why recalled to life and to defpair ? 

The dreadful fummons came, to part— and why? 

Why not the kinder fummons but to die ? 

To die together were to part no more, 

To land in fafety on fome peaceful fliore, 

Where love's the bufinefs of immortal life, 

And happy fpirits only guefs at ftrife. 

" If in fome diftant land my prince mould find 

" Some nymph more fair, you cried, as Zara kind"— 

Myfterious doubt ! which could at once impart 

Relief to mine, and anguifh to thy heart. 

Still let me triumph in the fear expreft, 

The voice of love that whifper'd in thy breaft ; 

Nor call me cruel, for my truth (hall prove 

'Twas but the vain anxiety of love. 

Torn from thy fond embrace, the ftrand I gain, 
Where mourning friends inflict fuperfluous pain ; 

C My 
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My father there his ftruggling fighs fuppreftv 
And in dumb anguifli clafp'd me to his bread ; 
Then fought, conceaPd the conflift of his mind. 
To give the fortitude he could not find ; 
Each life-taught precept kindly he renew'd, 
" Thy country's good, faid he, be ftill purfued ! 
" If, when the gracious gods my fon reftore, 
" Thefe eyes fhall fleep in death, to wake no more ; 
" If then thefe limbs, which now in age decay, 
" Shall mold'ring mix with earth's parental clay ; 
" Round my green tomb perform the facred rite, 
" Aflume my throne, and let thy yoke be light ; 
" From lands of freedom glorious precepts bring, 
" And reign at once a father and a king." 

How vainly proud, the arrogantly great 
Prefume to boaft a monarch's godlike ftate ! 
Subject alike, the peafant and the king, 
To life's dark ills, and care's corroding fting. 
From guilt and fraud, that ftrike in iilence fure, 
No fhield can guard us, and no arms fecure. 
By thefe, my fair, fubdu'd, thy prince was loll, 
A naked captive on a barb'rous coaft ! 

Nurtur'd in eafe, a thoufand fervants round 
My wants prevented, and my wifhes crown'd ; 
No painful labours ftretch'd the tedious day, 
On downy feet my moments dane'd away. 
Whene'er I look'd, officious courtiers bow'd, 
Where'er I pafs'd, a (houting people croud ; 
No fears intruded on the joys I knew, 
Each man my friend, my lovely miftrefs you. 
What dreadful change ! abandon'd and alone, 
The fhouted prince is now a flave unknown ; 
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To watch his eye no bending courtiers wait, 

No hailing crowds proclaim his regal ftate ; 

A (lave condemn'd, with unrewarded toil. 

To turn, from morn to eve, a burning foil. 

Fainting beneath the fun's meridian heat, 

Rouz'd by the fcourge, the taunting jeft I meet : 

** Thanks to thy friends, they cry, whofe care recalls 

" A prince to life, in whom a nation falls !" 

Unwholfome fcraps my ftrength but half fuftain'd, 

From corners glean'd, and even by dogs difdain'd ; 

At night I mingled with a wretched crew, . 

Who by long ufe with woe familiar grew ; 

Of manners brutiih, mercilefs and rude, 

They mock'd my fuiFerings, and my pangs renew'd ; 

In groans, not fleep, I paft'd the weary night, 

And rofe to labour with the morning light. 

Yet, thus of dignity and eafe beguil'd, 
Thus fcorn'd and fcourg'd, infulted and revi)'d, 
If heav'n with thee my faithful arms had bleft, 
And fill'd with love my intervals of reft, 
Short tho' they were, my foul had never known 
One fecret wiih to glitter on a throne ; 
The toilibme day had heard no figh of mine, 
Norftripes, nor fcorn, had urg'd me to repine* 
A monarch ftill, beyond a monarch bleft, 
Thy love my diadem, my throne thy breaft ; 
My courtiers, watchful of my looks, thy eyes, 
Should fhine, perfuade, and Hatter, and advife; 
Thy voice my muiic, and thy arms. mould be— 
Ah ! not the prifon of a (lave in me ! 
Could I with infamy content remain, 
And wiih thy lovely form to (hare my chain ? 

C 2 Cjuld 
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Could this bring cafe? forgive th' unworthy thought. 
And let the love, that finn'd, atone the fault. 
Could I, a Have, and hopelefs to be free. 
Crawl, tamely, recent from the fcourge, to thee ? 
Thy blooming beauties could thefe arms embrace ? 
My guilty joys enflave an infant race ? 
No : rather blaft me lightnings, whirlwinds tear, 
And drive thcfe limbs in atoms thro' the air ; 
Rather than this, O ! curfe me ftill with life. 
And let my Zara fmile a rival's wife : 
Be mine alone th' accumulated woe, 
Nor let me propagate my curfe below. 

But, from this dreadful fcene, with joy, I turn ; 
Tq truft in heaven, of me, let Zara learn. 
The wretch, the fordid hypocrite, who fold 
His* charge, an unfufpe&ing prince, for gold, 
That juftice mark'd, whofe eyes can never deep. 
And death, commifSon'd, fmote him on the deep. 
The gen*rous crew their port in iafety gain, 
And tell my mournful tale, nor tell in vain ; 
The king, with horror of th' atrocious deed, 
In haile commanded, and the flave was freed. 
No more Britannia's cheek the blufh of fhame 
Burns for my wrongs, her king'reftores her fame: 
Propitious gales, to freedom's happy fhore, 
Waft me triumphant, and the prince reftore ; 
Whate'er is great and gay around me mine, 
And all the fplendor of a court is mine. 
Here knowledge too, by piety refin'd, 
Sheds a bled radiance o*er my bright'ning mind ; 
From earth I travel upward to the flcy, 
I learn to live> to reign, yet more, to die. 
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O ! I have talcs to tell, of lore divine—-* 

Such blifsful tidings ! they fhall foon be thine. 

I long to tell thee, what, amafc'd, I fee. 

What habits, buildings, trades, and polity ; , 

How art and nature vie to entertain, 

In public (hows, and mix delight with pain. 

! Zara, * here, a ftory like my own, 

With mimic fkill, in borrow'd names, was fhown ; 
An Indian chief, like me, by fraud betray 'd, 
And, partner in his woes, an Indian maid. 

1 can't recall the fcene, 'tis pain too great, 
And, if recall'd, mould ihudder to relate. 

To write the wonders here, I flrive in vain ; 
Each word would afk a thou fan d to explain. 
The time mail come, O ! (peed the ling'ring hour ! - 
When Zara's charms fhall lend defcription power ; 
When plac'd befide thee, in the cool alcove, 
Or thro' the green Savannahs as we rove, 
The frequent kifs (hall interrupt the tale, 
And looks (hall fpeak my fenfe, tho' language fail. 
Then fhall the prodigies, that round me rife, 
Fill thy dear bofom with a fweet furprize ; 
Then all my knowledge, to thy faithful heart, 
With danger gain'd, fecurely I'll impart. 
Methinks I fee thy charming looks exprefs 
Th' alternate fenfe of pleafure and diftrefs ; 
As all the windings of my fate I trace, 
And wing thy fancy fwift from place to place. 

* He alludes to the play of Oroonoko, at which he was prefent, 
and fo affected as to he unable to continue, during its performance, 
In the houfe. 

Yet 
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Yet where^ alas ! has flattering thoughts conveyed 
The ravifh'd lover, with his darling maid ? 
Between us, dill, unmeafurd oceans roll, 
Which hoftile barks infeft, and florms controul. 
fie calm my bofom, fince th' unmeafur'd main, 
And hoftile barks, and florms, are God's domain : 
!He rules refiftlefs, and his power fhall guide 
My life in fafety o'er the roaring tide ; 
Shall blefs the love, that's built on virtue's bafe, 
And ipare me to evangelize my race. 
Farewell ! thy prince (till lives, and (till is free : 
Farewell ! hope all things ; and remember me. 
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Z A R A, 

AT THE COURT OF ANNAMABOE, 
TO THE AFRICAN PRINCE, WHEN IN ENGLAND. 

SHould I the language of my heart conceal. 
Nor warmly paint the paffion that I feel ; 
My riling wifh (hould ground lefs fears confine, 
And doubts ungen'rous chill the glowing line ; 
Would not my prince, with nobler warmth, difdain 
That love, as languid, which could ftoop to feign ? 
Let guilt diflemble— in my faithful bread 
Love reigns unblam'd, and be that love confeft. 
I give myboj^juk^4o^h|rjrie.w, ... 
For, what has fhame with innocence to do. ? 
In fancy, now, I clafp thee to my heart, 
Exchange my vows, and all my joys impart. 
I catch new tranfport from thy fpeaking eye ; 
But whence this fad, involuntary figh ? 
Why pants my bofom with intruding fears ? 
Why, from my eyes, diftil unbidden tears ? 
Why do my hands thus tremble as I write ? 
Why fades thy lov'd idea from my fight ? 
Oh ! art thou fafe, on Britain's happy more, 
From winds that bellow, and from feas that roar ? 
And has my prince—* (Oh, more than mortal pain !) 
Betray'd by ruffians, felt the captive's chain ? 
Bound were thofe limbs, ordain'd alone to prove 
The toils of empire, and the fweets of love ? 

Hold, 
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Hold, hold ! Barbarians of the fierceft kind ! 
Fear heaven's red lightning — 'tis a prince ye bind ; 
A prince, whom no indignities could hide ; 
They knew, prefumptuous ! and the gods defy'd. 
Where'er he moves, let love-join'd rev'rence rife, 
And all mankind behold with Zara's eyes ! 

Thy breaft alone, when bounding o'er the waves 
To freedom's climes, from flavery and Haves ; 
Thy breaft alone the pleating thought can frame 
Of what I felt, when thy dear letters came : 
A thoufand times I held 'em to my breaft, 
A thoufand times my lips the paper preft * 
My full heart panted with a joy too ftrong, 
And " Oh my prince !" died falt'ring on my tongue ; 
Fainting I funk, unequal to the ftrife, 
And milder joys fuftain'd returning life. 
Hope, fweet enchantrefs, round my love-fick head 
Delightful fcenes of bleft delufion fpread. 

" Come, come, my prince! my charmer! hafte away; 
•« Come, come, I cry'd, thy Zara blames thy ftay. 
•* For thee, the fhrubs their richeft fweets retain ; 
" For thee, new colours wait to paint the plain ; 
«' For thee, cool breezes linger in the grove, 
" The birds expeel thee in the green alcove ; 
«' 'Till thy return, the rills forget to fall, 
" 'Till thy return, the fun, the foul of all — 
*' He comes, my maids, in his meridian charms, 
«* He comes refulgent to his Zara's arms : 
** With jocund fongs proclaim my love's return ; 
" With jocund hearts his nuptial bed adorn. 
" Bright as the fun, yet gentle as the dove, 
" He comes, uniting majefty and love."— 

Too 
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Too foon, alas ! the bleft delufion flies ; 

Care fwells my breaft, and forrow fills my eyes. 

Ah ! why do thy fond words fuggeft a fear— 

Too vail, too num'rous, thofe already here ! 

Ah ! why with doubts torment my bleeding breaft, 

Of feas which ftorms controul, and foes infeft ! 

My heart, in all this tedious abfence, knows 

No thoughts but thofe of ftorms, and feas, and foes.v 

Each joylefs morning, with the riiing fun, 
Quick to the ftrand my feet fpontaneous run, 
*« Where, where's my prince! what tidings have ye 

" brought?" 
Of each I met, with pleading tears I fought. 
In vain I fought, fome, confcious of my pain, 
With horrid filence pointed to the main. 
Some with a fneer the brutal thought expreft, 
And plung'd the dagger of a barb'rous jeft. 
Day followed day, and (till I wifh'd the next, 
New hopes dill fiatter'd, and new doubts perplexed ; 
Day followM day, the wiih'd to-morrow came, 
My hopes, doubts, fears, anxieties the fame. 

At length—" O pow'r fupreme ! whoe'er thou art, 
€t Thy flirine the iky, the fea, the earth, or heart; 
" Since ev'ry clime, and all th' unbounded main, 
" And hoftile barks, and ftorms, are thy domain ; 
"If faithful paflion can thy bounty move, 
" And goodnefs fure muft be the friend of love, 
*' Safe to thefe arms my lovely prince reftore, 
" Safe to his Zara's arms, to part no more. 

O ! grant to virtue thy protecting care, 

And grant thy love to love's availing pray'r. 

D " Together, 
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" Together, then, and emulous to praife, 
" A flow'ry altar to thy name we'll rajfe; 
" There, firftand lair, on each returning day, 
" To thee our vows of gratitude we'll pay." 

Fool that I was, to all my comfort blind, 
Why, when thou went'ft, did Zara ftay behind? 
' How could 1 fondly hope one joy to prove, 
'Midftall the wild anxieties of love? 

Had fate in other mold thy Zara form'd, 
And my bold breaft with manly friendihip warmed, 
How had I glow'd exulting at thy fide, 
How all the (hafts of adverfe fate defy'd ! 
Or yet a woman, and not nerv'd for toil, 
With thee, oh \ had I turn'd a burning foil 1 
In the cold prifon had I lain with thee, 
In love ftill happy, we had ftill been free; 
Then fortune brav'd, had owft'd fuperior mighty 
And pin'd with envy, while we fore'd delight. 

Why fhould 'ft thou bid thy love remember thee? 
Thine all my thoughts have been, and ftill mall be. 
Each night, the cool Savannahs have I fought, 
And breath'd the fondnefs of enamour'd thought ; 
The curling breezes murmur'd is I figh'd, 
And hoarfe, at diftance, roar'd my foe, the tide : 
My breaft ftill haunted by a motly train, 
Now doubts, now hopes prevail'd, now joy, now pain* 
Now fix'd I ftand, my fpirit fled to thine, 
Nor note the time, nor fee the fun decline ; 

Now rouz'd I ftart, and wing'd with fear I ran, 
In vain, alas ! for 'tis myielf I'd Jhun. 
When kindly fleep its lenient balm fupply'd, 
And gave that comfort, waking thought deny'd. 

Lait 
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Laft night— bat why, ah Zara ! why impart. 
The fond, fond fancies of a love-fick heart? 
Yet true delights on fancy's wings are brought, 
And love's (oft raptures realiz'd in thought— 
Lad night I faw> methinks I fee it now— 
Heav'n's awful concave round thy Zara bow ; 
When fudden thence a flaming chariot flew, 
Which earth receiv'd, and fix white courfers drew. 
Then, quick tranfition, did thy Zara ride, 
Borne -to the chariot— -wond'rous — by thy fide : . 
All glorious both, from clime to clime we flew, 
Each happy clime with fweet furprize we view* 
A thoufand voices fung— " All blifs betide 
" The prince of Lybia, and his faithful bride." 
" 'Tis done, 'tis done" refounded thro' the ikies, 
And quick aloft the car began to rife ; 
Ten thoufand beauties crouded on my fight, 
Ten thoufand glories beam'd a dazzling light. 
My thoughts could bear no more, the vifion fled, 
And- wretched Zara view'd her lonely bed. 
Come, fweet interpreter, and eafemy foul; 
Come to my bofom, and explain the whole. 
Alas ! my prince — yet hold, my ftruggling breaft ( 
Sure we fhall meet again, again be bleft. 
" Hope all, thou fay'ft, I live, and ftill am free ;" 
Oh then prevent thofe hopes, and hafle to me. 
Eafe all the doubts thy Zara's bofom knows. 
And kindly flop the torrent of her woes. 

But that I know too well thy gen'rous heart, 
One doubt, than all, more torment would impart : 
'Tis this, in Britain's happy courts to fhine, 
Amidfl a-thoufand hlapinin&jnaids, is thine— 

D 2 ^- But 
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Bat thou, a thoufand blooming maids among, 
Art flill thyfelf, incapable of wrong; 
No outward charm can captivate thy mind, 
Thy love is friendship heightened and reftn'd ; 
'Tis what my foul, and not my form infpires, 
And burns with fpotlefs and immortal fires. 
Thy joys, like mine, from confcious truth arife ; 
And known thofe joys, what others canft thou prize? 
Be jealous doubts the curfe of fordid minds ; 
Hence jealous doubts, I give ye to the winds— 

Once; more, O come ! and fnatch me to thy arms; 
Come, fhield my beating heart from vain alarms I 
Come, let me hang enamour'd on thy breaft, 
Weep pleating tears, and be with joy diftreft ; 
Let me flill hear, and dill demand thy tale, 
And oft renew'd, (till let my fuit prevail. 
Much flill remains to tell and to enquire, 
My hand flill writes, and writing prompts defire; 
My pen denies my lafl farewel to write, 
Still, flill, " return," my wifhful thoughts indite. 
Oh hear, my prince, thy love, thy miftreft call, 
Think o'er each tender name, and hear by all. 
Oh ! pleafing intercourfe of foul with foul, 
Thus, while I write, I fee, I clafp thee whole ; 
And thefe kind letters trembling Zara drew, 
In every line fhall bring her to thy view. 
Return, return ; in love and truth excel; 
Return, I write; I cannot add, — farewel. 



AN 



POEMS. si 

AN EPISTLE FROM LINCOLNSHIRE, 

TO A FRIEND IN THE ARMY. 

m 

J ^T^ WAS vain, my friend, to urge the kind requeft, 

X Or hope one fpark of fancy in ray breaft ; 
While plagu'd with doubts, with diagrams and rules, ' 
The heavy, learned lumber of the fchools : 
As foon amidft deftru&ion's thund'ring train, 
While cannons roar'd, and thoufands ftrew'd the plain, 
Cou'd you have fcorn'd the horrors of the war, 
Sate down unmov'd, and fung of Kitty C— — . 
But now the talk with pleafure I purfue, 
And joy to pleafe myfelf in pleating you: 
For if you deem compliance forms the fong, 
Mere complaifance — you do the mufes wrong: 
Much more miftake my bofom's kindling flame, 
Which ne'er was languid to fo fweet a theme. 
Nor be it faid, a poet wanted fire, 
Where all the graces, all the nine confpire, 
(Fair flefli and blood, not fancy's fabled throng) 
To warm the heart and animate the fong. 

Chance 'twill found ftrange, (then whifper'd let it be. 
It matters not who hears, fave you and me:) 
Boeotian fens, where fogs and dulnefs reign, 
That they the graces, and the nine contain : 
That beauty there enflaves the willing heart, 
Without the prudilh elegance of art ; 
That modeft virtue fcorns diflembling there, 
Tremble ye belles, and all ye beaux defpair ! 

What 
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What tho* no mall with mincing fteps they pace, 
JJor glitter in the box with borrow'd grace ; 
What, though unlearn'd t' elaborate a figh, 
While in foft ftrains thefofter eunuchs die : 
What tho' to midnight mafks they never come, 
Jtuih to the rout, or riot at the drum : \ 

Far difFrent fceaes thofe happy plains engage, 
The joys without the follies of the age* 

Is there a fport ? that fport fair virtue guides ; 
Is there a pleafure ? innocence preftdes : 
Beauty bright blooming leads the train along, 
And fweet good-nature fmiles thro' all the throng ; 
In human ftapes they joy the heart to warm, 
Each fteals a J— fc— n'$, or a B— th's form. 

Why were we born a moment's bHfs to fhare, 
And pine away whole agei in defpair? 
Why was I bleftamidft that happy train, 
So ftiort the bleffing, and fo long the pain ? 
Thus while 1 write my fick'ning fancy mourns, 
Each fair idea to my view returns ; 
E'en now I fee the lovely nymphs advance 
Form the gay ranks, and glide along the dance ; 
E'en now, admiring each bright maid, I trace, 
And wrapt in wonder cou'd for ever gaze. 
But why, ah why— the blufliing lover fpare, 
Too well thouknow'ft — ah ! why was Delia there ? 
Alas, how chang'd I from what fair glory loft, 
The maiden's envy, and the matron's boaft I 
From clime to clime by bufy cenfure borne, 
Contempt's bell theme, and fenfe and reafon's fcom: 
Or fore'd, or willing, wav'ring wild, to wed, 
And blooming wither in an old man's bed. 

Yet 
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Yet wherefore cenfure? 'tis in faft to praiie ; 
(The modifh manner of oar modern days:) 
Yet hence, gallants , that haplefs beauty fpare, 
A tear is due from kind companion there. 

Bleft were the bards of old who never ftrove 
Bright maids to celebrate, or chaunt their love $ 
Eat to their aid fome willing godhead came, 
And by his loving dignify 'd the dame; 
Who lov'd Europa, fo extolPd her charms, 
He brought the very thund'rer to her arms : 
So chafte was Daphne when her lover woo'd, 
He made her fly, when e'en fir Phoebus fu'd : 
Nor cou'd the beauteous Ariadne plain, 
But (taught kind Bacchus flew to footh her pain. 
But fince plain fenfe got footing on our ground, 
Thefe gallant tales no more admiffion found : 
Our fqueamifh ftomachs fuch rank lies exclude, 
And downright truth mull be our only food : 
Think then— fo rare true worth on modern foil,— 
How very hard the poets find their toil. 

But this with me, you'll anfvver, nothing weighs, 
Speak downright truth, you'll (peak the nobleft praife : 
Cenfure cries out, and growling drops her pen, 
<* Reverfe each character, 'tis cenfure then." 
See fiction blufhing from her pencil run, 
And own her gated tints by B — th's charms outdone. 

But foft, my friends, or e'er we fpeak the reft, 
Indulge our wifli, and make the country bleft : 
Thofe nymphs together let us once more view, 
Who fire our fancies and our flames renew : 
Thofe nymphs ! whom youthful Clodio's felf has feen, 
Fam'd for the ftep precife and upright mien ! 

Whom 
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Whom ev'n he faw— and in their chorus join'd, 
To eafe the wond'rous workings of his mind ! 
Alas how vain ! —the fickle damfel flown, 
And all his hopes of dear ten thoufand gone ! 
Alas how vain!— ye virgins, aid his pain, 
'Tis hard to triumph o'er fo meek a fwain ! 

Peace to his foul ! — while I my wifh renew, 
Once more in Lincoln's fens my friend to view : 
Then (hall the mufe with double ardour foar, 
Now graces celebrate, now charms explore ; 
Then might I hope! — bright beauties, hear my 

pray'er — 
Conceive the reft — 'tis figh'd and loft in air. 
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CYDIPPE TO LEONZO. 

Leonza by ftrong pretentions of love, but fall of de- 
ceit, robbed the chafte Cydippe of her honour. 
This misfortune hung fo heavy upon her, that it 
brought on her death ; in the time of her ficknefi, 
to reform Leonzo, and fet his crime before his view, 
fhe wrote the following epiftle. 

THINK not I write thy pity to implore, 
Ere this thouread'ft — Cydippe is no more: 
For thee alone, ungrateful as thou art, 
To purge thy paflions, and amend thy heart ; 
For thee alone, the trembling pen I take, 
Willing my woe, thy happinefs to make. 

Too well,. Leonzo, all my heart you know, 
How warm my love, how virtuous, and how true ; 
Thy tender fighs my heart's fond pity mov'd, 
And I at fob through mere companion lov'd* 
But as I found thy fondnefs ftill the fame, 
Still kind thy treatment, and ftill pyre thy flame ; 
No more I wilh'd, or ftudy'd to be free, 
But frankly all my heart refign'd to thee. 
So true my love, of change I nothing gueft, 
Nor dreaded ought, with thy .protection bleft. 

Shield me juft heaven, Leonzo's felf betrays, 
And'my pure flame with perfidy repays ! 
Ev'n he, my .guide, my guardian, and my friend, 
Lov'd to affift, and chofen to defend ; 
Ev'n he becomes the viper in my breaft, 
Defpoils my love, and lays my comfort waftcl 

E Think 
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Think what a deed, Leonzo, thou hail done, 
And welt well, weigh the triumph thou haft won* 
Lo, 'tis o'er one — whofe heart was all thy owni 
Who lov r d thee well, and lovM but thee alone y 
Who for thy fake each haklmip would have try'd* 
And pleas'd to make thee happy would have dy'd* 
And hex, for one fhort interval of blame, 
A tranfient joy that thou lhauldft blnfh to aamc ; 
Her haft thou robb'dof ev'ry human blifs, 
Fair virtue, foft content, and fmiling peace ! 
And in return, condemned to cbrag the chain 
Of fhaa*, remade, and fetfkonfuming pain. 

Hadft thou fome mean, fbme unknown maid abus'd^ 
Nought cooid a deed fa black have e'er excufi'd : 
Oh ! think then how immenfe the fault xdmBL prove, 
When fuch die bafe return of virtuous lore ; 
When univfpe&ed, on tn' unguarded maid 
Her own pjotedor fteals, and aE her foul'a betrayd. 

Beware, ye virgins of falfe lovers arts, 
You cannot guard too much yoar gentle hearts t 
The faithlefs wantons triumph to deceive, 
Laugh at our tears, and joy t a fee us grieve* 

Yet fure, Leonzo, Aire it cannot be,. 
That all are cruel, all unjuft as thee \ 
There are— -kind heav'n augment the happy few* ! 
Who fcom the paths which libertines purfoe ; 
In whofe pure love the virgin may confide, 
But ah, how rare J— and what to chafe, cite guide?. 
By what bleft art fhali we difcern the true, 
From lovers, oh Leonzo, faheasyou! 
Or how efcape, when? ftodions to betray, 
Wild roves the rake thro 9 pleasure* flow'ry way ; 

The 
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The virgin's angaifh, and the parent's tear, 
.Mirth to his view, and mafic to his ear ! 

Ah me, 'tis vain, dill many a haplefs fair, 
Henceforth', like poor Cydippe, mail defpair : 
More falfe Leonzos to their ruin hafte, 
And fly to lay each little Eden wafte. 

Think of the crime, and view, withconfcious thought, 
My fad difoefs, by thy unkindnefs wrought; 
Jlefleft how much I lov'd, and to thy eyes. 
Let the dread guilt in all its horrors rife ; 
Let keen remorfe afflict thy tortur'd breaft, 
And make thee wretched— if "twill -make thee bleft. 
May'ft thou at laft the fatal fault ertffe, 
Difarm heavVs vengeance, and refign in peace ! 

Farewel— -yet think how much Cydippe lov'd, 
How much for thee fee fuffer'd : and be mov'd ; 
Farewel — remember me, nor hope to find 
Repofe from ought, but virtue, in thy mind. 
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If on my gloom -of latitude ere breaks 

Of pleafure glimmering ray, 'tis all from you, 

From fweet refle&ion on the abfeat fair, 

Soul of my foul— — wjth whom whylcare when bkft, 

How gay was nature, and each fcenc how trimJ 

How chang'd, how afoer'd nowi ibr lo! (the mora 

Midi* thoughts thus penfive, or midil travelling dull, 

O'er the wild maze of philofophic ground*, 

At length o'erpaft) as by the dinner bell, 

Once found moft grateful, calPd, the du% flairs, 

(Defpotic empire where Arachne holds 

Her curious webs, midft death-denounsing beats, 

IncefTant weaving) ;as adown I move 

My hungervftirr'd, yet grief 4ky*dlaagnid limbs, 

* Philofophy is the feigning ftudy, aj^ptincipflUyMWaried.af 
Cambridge, f The following pa'fiage from « late -featped writer will 
well explain thefe lines, 

" It is certainihe improvements they- do make in learning, «fftet- 
cially in mathematical and philosophical -learning, *re often jeaftraor- 
dinary for perfons of their age, (meaning' th* undergraduates atCanv- 
bridge) and are ufually as -great .as may reafonahly be ^expeded lo be 
made, within the conpofe of time, they commonly -rtiide among*: 
us. In thefe refpelts we have not loft, we have, I think, gained 
ground of late years « and though Lam not-ienflble tjiat the ftsdy of 
claflical learning has declined among us, and (hould be much con* 
cerned if it had j yet 1 am of opinion, that it would be more at- 
tended to, and carried to a much greater'beight than it ufually is, 
if fume public honours were affixed to improvements -of that kind, 
«s has- already been donetothofein philofophy.** 

-I* See conftderations on the expediency of making the late regula- 
tions at Cambridge, p. 15. 

A 
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A fcene haw dull crouda &dleii om my view ! 
Clos'd every antique window thro* the dome, 
(Black with the finoke of many a rolling year) 
Whence, or in aight-cap white, or, fome more gay, 
In velvet foft of many a varied hue, 
Peep'd forth, on barber calling thrill and loud, 
Dreading the I06 of dinner, numerous heads! 
No barbers trim are now ! No more they (kirn 
The well-ftiav'd lawn, its beard regardles grow* 
To length uncouth, and wild negle&ed gra& 
O'er every plat uncultivated reigns ! 
No barbers trim are now i no more with wig 
Well-powderM,, white or brown, of don more grave, 
Or fcholar blythe meet emblems, hafte thofe fires 
Of news, and fproee coofummators of drefa! 
No more the jelly Jips*, with heart a foe 
To thought or fortow, carol out their fongs, 
Loud-echoing thro* the mirth-devoted court, 
As to the butteries, with their paper friend 
Jocund they jog along, and o'er their ale 
Meafure their mailers merits by their gifu I 
To penury, alas, and pinching want. 
Condemn'd, the long vacation loud they curfe, 

* Are an idle ufeful fet of hangers «n tbe college, who pro- 
<uue ale, pence, &c. by running errand*, and doing little fer- 
vices for their mafters ; and are a degree inferior in place and pre* 
eminence to the bed-maker*! from a regard to the inteiefts cf the 
young gentlemen, the butkr feldom permit* them to have any thing 
of him without a note from the giver —which is ufuaUy in this 
form, a Jbse of ak—JVtUi*m—'li*f and Mutter t Jackfin: by thi* 
the reader will underhand what is meant by paper friend. 

And 



And pray with me, October's bell * to hear, 
To fophs more drea*d than curfeu! fo thro' lifts 
The weal of one ftill proves another's woe. 

Of gracious Alma Mater's defert plight 
Meet reprefentative, yon matron + view* - 
With years and labour bent, on lonely ftep. 
Entrance of ftair-cafe, where her mafters lov'd 
Erft won, all penfive plac'd ; her heavy head 
Her feeble arm upholds ; her heavy heart, , • 

Ah me, what now remaineth fb uphold ? 

How pleafing late with lufty Sol to rife, 
And to the room of midnight revelry, 
Late jolly feat, repair! there, there what joy 
The ruins of the rout to traverfe o'er, 
And with the lufcious fragments feaft her taflc 
Luxurious, and o'erwhelm her thirfty g'ufe! - 
Carelefs of morrow, by the mellow youth 
All things are to her rapine left a prey ! 
How pants her heart, while iilently fecure 
She ravages the fcene ! and as the bee 
From morning flowers, with honey-loaded thigh 
Hafles happy to the hive—— fo homeward fares, 
i 

* Which rings in that dreadful term, the laft hefore degree- 
time, when the fophs, or thofe who then take their degrees, are 
in no fmall terror from moderators, wiflers, or examiners, proc- 
tors, philofophy, an-d fiery trials. 

*t* Meaning an aged bed-maker, for 'tis requisite, and a point 
of great prudence in the governors of colleges, that the me bed- 
makers fliould be both aged and uninviting, left temptation mould 
caufc the younger hearts to wander from the paths of virtue* . 

With, 
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With fpoils replete, the merry-hearted dame. 
What wonder now fhe mourns, when revel-routs, 
When feafts and fpoils like thefe are found no more ? 
So wept, fo griev'd the Macedonian chief. 
When all the world dread ravag'd, and o'er-run, 
No other world remain'd for future deeds, 
Future deftruttion, blood-fhed, fpoils, and death! 

Scant ftrew'd with cloth full black its antique boards, 
(For fuch unphilofophic eyes wou'd deem, 
What tables Granta's wifer fons yclepe,) 
The hall, whence frighted hofpitality 
Wan takes her flight, with lonely fteps and flow 
Muling I enter, and withfighs behold > 

My folitary trencher * ! banquets rich, 
And choiceit dainties all their reliih lofe, 
If temper'd not with fweet fociety ! 
Stiff thro' the hall, the lowering of my cap, 
And reverential meek refped demands 
One moving, dull, alone, diftreft like me, • 
Of big authority, and that great name, 
Fellow, in Granta's walls fonorous deem'd, 
Full proud, and fwoln with mighty littlenefs ! 
Sick of the mimic pageant, down I hafte 
My fparing dinner; and full glad avoid 
A wight fo hateful to judicious eyes : 
Left to his own dull filence, and to gnaw 
Malign his cancred and perturbed gall ! 

But as on foreft dreary wafte and wide, 

• That is, —a fquare piece of deal board, feldom if ever fcraped, 
(never wajh'd) off which the younger part of the univcrfity dine. 

F The 
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The traveller bewildered looks agaft, 
And doubts which way to turn his fober fteed* 
Each equally perplexing, each alike 
Lonely and defer t: fo from every fcene 
Friendly fociety and comfort fled, 
In hesitation iighing, long I ftand, 
Where to diredt my faint and feeble feet ! 
Along the filent ftreets, whofe awful gloom 
Adds horror to my melancholy foul, 
I ileal on unregarded: friendly face, 
Round-cap *, or fquare, ne'er greet my pafiing ftepi 
With falutation pleafmg: nor the (hops 
Of Thurlbourn, Merrill f— or than thofe more fweet, 
That, where the beauteous wife's bright vifage gives 
Beauty to books, and luflre to their backs. 
One acceptable greeting e'er afford ! 
Not one lov'd friend— —'tis fdence, darknefs all I 
And yet awhile, methinks, my cares are ftill'd, 

* The undergraduates, Or thofe who are not dignified with the 
title of A. B. or any thing fimilar thereto, in general wear round* 
caps, not unlike thofe of the charity-boys, faving that they are 
Hack, — the fuperior orders wear fquare ones dignified with Aiken 
taffels. 

f Thurlbourn and Merril are fo well known, we need obferve 
nothing of the honefty or excellence of thefe eminent bookfellers. 
The third (Mr. Matthews) who is hinted at in the next line, ia 
lefs famous in public, but renowned within the walls of Grant*, 
for a very pretty wife, whom he had juft brought home when this 
poem was written. 

N« B* This circumftaoce may, in future times, be of no Jmell 
fcrvice to fix the chronology of this poem. 

And 
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And dawn of comfort rays upon my gloom, 

As in profoundeft meditation loft, 

Befide the door-cafe * leaning I behold, 

In fond imagination's eye, the walk 

Hight Regent, by the babbling fophifts throngM, 

For item dispute in mental armour clad. 

Slow tolls the bell : bright glory holds aloft 

Her fplendid crown, where gaily ftamp'd in gold, 

Great Wrangler f glows, and panting honour throbs 

In each firce combatant's afpiring heart! 

* Mr, Merrill's fliop looks upon the walk commonly called the 
Regent, which leads to the fchools, which before two, (the hour 
when public exercife is kept in the fchools) is generally much 
thronged by the younger fort, to hear the difputations, but more 
particularly when any renowned hero is to afcend the roflrum. 

f There are twelve of every year constantly honoured with 
that appellation, as a mark of their fuperior merit. Many 
are the privileges they ufed to enjoy, which by imperceptible 
degrees, have dwindled away to one only, that of chufing each a 
fquire, and vifiting all the fair ladies of the town, from whom they 
demand— -nought but a kifs. And the good-natured ladies never 
were averfe.to fo laudable a cuflom. But mark the unkindnefs of 
our times ! even this privilege is taken away, and the Wranglers 
muft no more joyoufly ravifli the balmy bleflings from the coy and 
flruggling fair : fcarce a dry eye was feen on the day when the wran- 
glers were laft expected, the peeping maidens obferved, now and 
then, one with down-caft looks ileal along the Greets, and muffle 
up his inglorious face in difmal black, proper emblem of the 
cruel deftiny. —The year 1750 is, and will be, remembered with 
grief, by every Cambridge virgin, and future Wrangler* 

F x He 
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He comes, behold, the dread decider * comes— 

As from the eaft the giant-fun breaks forth, 

To run his courfe, on each beholder's eye ! 

He comes, afcend the roftrum, mount on high, 

Great Cato of fair fcience, and confound 

The fyllogiHic flaves of cavil fly ! 

See the prefs thickens, hark the fight begins, 

Tongut-doughty— oh, of ignorance ye fons-l 

How ill for you in unknown guife they treat 

Of fubje&s deep, important ! elfe what funds. 

What mighty crops of fcience might ye reap, 

And grow in wifdom wealthy ! fo yon fon, 

(Or Cambro-Briton, or from northern climes, 

Late footing o'er the hard and pebbly foil) 

As by that pillar leaning, all agape, 

Thus witneffing his wonder and applaufe, 

Right fapient deems, while in his troubled thought* 

He fcorns the ignorance of northern climes : 

And prickt with emulation hies him home 

To plod o'er hallow'd Euclid's (acred page! 

Not fo the happy difputants : releas'd 
And crown'd with high applaufe, jocund they hafte 
To drench their thirfty fouls in chearing wine : 
Pleas'd talking o'er the glories of the day, 
And taking off each argument afrelh. 
Thus from the chace, around the rofy cups 
The jolly-hearted hunters ftun the ear 
With feats atchiev'd by each, while every fence 

* Or moderator, whofe bufinefs it is to be umpire in all 
academical deputations, to keep up good manners and decency 
between the combatants. 

Again 
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Again is fprung, each beaft again purfued, 
And in imagination flain anew. ' 

Where, roving fancy, whither was I borne ! — 
Thefe active fcenes are wrapt in flumber now, 
The ftill fchpols droop, the defart roflrum mourns ; 
And peniive filence with her down-fixt eyes 
Walks folitary round the forrowing walls. 

Vain is it, once the coffee-houfe fupplied 
Reviving coffee, or heart-chearing tea. 
And with them pamphlets in long happy roll. 
Food for the hungry mind ! how dreary all 
As ent'ring there, I pace along the room ! 
The languid Dockrill * drops his wonted fmiles, 
Pale Dockerilla on her elbow leans, 
And views the long, long order, mining trim, 
(Ah that they mine!) of coffee-pots forlorn! 
While each with me in deep complaining joins 
And ruminates full fad on happier days. 

Vain is the hope for ought of comfort here: 
Quick let me wander to thofe pleafing fcenes, 
Where nymphs whilome right gaily trimm'd, advanc'd, 
And ipread their gawdy plumage to the fun. 
But vaniuYd is the fun from Granta's ikies, 
With it the fummer's vanifhM— and the pride 
Of fummer, each gay butterfly is gone ! 
No more the high-arch'd walk of lovely Clare, 
No more proud Trinity's delightful round, 

* The names of the matter and miftrefs of the coffee-houfe, 
commonly called Robin's coffee-houfe. For the defcription of an 
academical coffee-houfe, we refer the reader to that noble hiftory of 
Little Pompey, 

No 
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No more the rural grove of awful Kings, 
Or Johnian fcenes for folitude devis'd, 
Are with the bevy bright of gownfmen blythe 
And beauteous ladies, elegantly throng'd. 
No more the Commoner * with gold diftinft, 



* The before-mentioned hiftory well explains the meaning of 
this word, chap. XII. book II. * He was admitted in the rank 
of a fellow-commoner, which, according to the definition 
given by a member of the univerfity in a court of juftice, is one 
who fits at the fame table, and enjoys the conversion of the 
fellows. It differs from what is called a gentleman commoner 
at Oxford, not only in the name, but alfo in the greater privileges 
and licences indulged to the members of this order ; who do not 
only enjoy the converfation of the fellows, but Hkewife a full 
liberty of following their own imaginations in every thing. For at 
tutors and governors of colleges have ufually pretty fagaciouS no* 
fes after preferment, they think it impolitic to crofs the inclinat- 
ions of young gentlemen, who are heirs to great eftates, and 
from whom they expect benefices and dignities hereafter, as re- 
wards for their want of care of them, while they were under their 
protection. From hence it comes to pais, that pupils of this rank 
are excufed from all public exercifes, and allowed to abient them* 
felves at pleafure from the private lectures in their tutors rooms, 
as often as they have made a party for hunting, or an engagement 
at the Tennis-court, or are not well recovered from their evening's 
debauch. And whilft a poor unhappy foph, of no fortune, is of- 
ten expelled for the moft trivial offences, or merely to humour the 
capricious resentment of his tutor, who happens to diflike his 
face ; young noblemen, and heirs of great eftates, may commit 
any illegalities, and, if they pleafe, overturn a college with im* 
punity.* 
N. B. Let it be acknowledged our Author is rather too fcvere. 

And 
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And curling regulations, treads the green, 
With ftep fuperior j while perchance his fide, 
Some humbler fellow *, very meek, attends, 



Fufl 



* A fellow of a college is either a moft amiable or a mod infig- 
jrificant character : to the honour of the univerfities be it fpokea, 
they now abound with as many worthy men, in that {ration* 
as can cither be defired or cxpe&ed; and were I not to be fufpe&ed 
of flattery, I would name feveral, whole names as tutors as well as 
fellows, do honour to their own colleges, and the univerfity in ge- 
neral : but many too there are of the fpecies mentioned in Pamper 
the Little, whefe infignincancy can never be fufficiently ridiculed, 
and whofe fooliih pride never fufficiently humbled.— Let u 
therefore, with honeft Boileau, cenfuring only to amend, fee 
what is there £ud of them: ( He (Williams, a M. A. and fellow) 

* was in the firft place, a man of the moft exalt and pun&iliou 

< neatnefs j his (hoes were always blacked in the niceft manner, his 

* wigs powde/ed with the moft finical delicacy, and he would fcold 

* his laundreit for a whole morning together, if he difcovered a wry 

< plait in the fleeve of his (hirt, or the leaft fpeck of dirt on any 

* part of his linen. He rofe conftantly to chapel, and afterwards 

< proceeded with great importance to breakfaft, which, moderately 
4 fpeaking, took up two hours of his morning; for when he had 
4 done Zipping his tea, he ufed to waft up the cups with the moft 

* orderly exadnefs, and replace them with the utmoft regularity in 
4 their corner- cupboard. After this, he drew on his boots, ordered 
4 his horfe, and rode out for the air, having been told that a fedea* 
4 tary life is deftructive of the conftitution, and that too much 
4 fhidy impairs the health. At his return he had barely time to 

* wafli his hands, clean his teeth, and put on a fre(h-powdered wig, 
4 before the college-bell fummoned him to dinner in the public 
4 halt When this great affair was ended, he fpent an hour with 

<th« 
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Full fupple, big with hopes of benefice ! 
No more • * • * * 



No 



* the reft of the fellows in the common-room to digeft his meal, 
' *nd then went to the coffee-houfc to read the news-papers j where 
' he loitered away that heavy interval, which paffed between dinner 

* and the hour appointed for afternoon tea; but as foon as the clock 
« (truck three, he tucked up his gown, and flew with all imaginable 
' hade to fome of the young ladies abovementioned, who all efteemed 

* him a prodigious genius, and were ready to laugh at his wit 
« before he had opened his mouth. In thefc agreeable vifits he 
' remained till the time of evening chapel $ and when this was over, 

* flipper fucceeded next to find him rrefli employment j from whence 
' he repaired again to the coffee-houfc, and then to fome engage- 

* meat he had made at a friend's room, to fpend the remaining 
« pert of the evening. By this account of his day's tranfaftions, 
« the reader will lee how very impoffible it was for him to find lei- 
« fore for Audy in the midft of fo many important avocations j yet 

* he made a fliift fometimes to play half a tune on the German flute 

* in a morning, and once in a quarter of a year took the pains to 
« tranferibe a fermon out of various authors, 

« Another part of his character was a great affe&ation of polite- 

< nefs, which is more pretended to in universities, where lefs of it ie 
' pra&ifedy than in any other part of the kingdom. Thus Williams, 
' like many others, was always talking of genteel life, to which 
' end he was plentifully provided with flories by a female coufin, 
« who kept a milliner's (hop in London, and never failed to let him 

< knew by letters, what paffed among the great : though fhe fre- 
' qucatly miftook the names of the people, and attributed fcandal 

< to 
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No more 'midft laughter loud, meet fcorn of /age, 
The thoughdefs youth * full idly loll along, 

And 

« to one lord, which was the property of another. Her coufin how- 

* ever did not find out the miftakes, but retailed her blunders about 

* the colleges with great confidence and fecurhy. 

' But nothing in the world pleafed him more than (hewing the 
« univerfity to ft rangers, and efpecially to ladies, which he thought 

* gave him an air of acquaintance with the genteel world j and on 

* fuch occafions, if he could prevail on them to dine with him, he 

* would affect to make expenfive entertainments, which neither his 

* private fortune, or the income of his fellowfhip, could afford,* 

* In an old book I met with the other day, called Micro-Cof- 
mographie; or, a piece of the world difcovered in effays and cha- 
racters. Printed in 1633* I found the following character of an 
univerfity fcholar ; which pleafing me much, I did not doubt but it 
might alio pleafe fome of my readers. —The little Book whence 
it is taken, is very full of characters, and was (o well approved 

a its own days, as to run thro* fix editions. 

* A young gentleman of the Univerfity, is one that comes there 
to weare a gown, and to fay hereafter, he has beene at the Vni- 
verfity. His father fent him thither, becaufe he heard there 
were the beft fencing and dancing fchooles, from thefe he has his 
education, from his tutor the over-fight. The firft clement of 
his knowledge is to be ihewne the colledges, and initiated in a ta- 
verne by the way, which hereafter hee will learn of himfelfe. 
The two marks of his feniority, is the bare velvet of his gowne, 
and his proficiency at tennis, where when hee can once play a fet, 
he is a freih-man no more. His ftudy has commonly handfome 
{helves, his bookes neate filke firings, which he fhews to his fa- 
ther's man, and is loth to untye or take downe, for fear of mif- 

G < placing. 
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And deem themfelres important! here I reign 
Sole monarch; and if nought can give me joy, 
At ieaft am free from ought to raife my fpleen. 
Here only am I bleft while nature's works, 
And every beauty thro' the laughing fields, 
Contemplating, delighted : while my limbs, 
Beiide the gurgling Spring, which murmuring rills 
Adown the fleep, amidft the wHjpering breeae 
Soft £ghing of the gently waving boughs, 
Indulgently I fpread ; and teed my thoughts 
With thy perfe&ioasand thy works, great king 
Of umiverial nature;— -fore to lead 
To that moA perfed loveiieft of thy works, 
(Sweet meditation I) her, who holds my heart, 
And is, whate'er has been of beauty feign'd ! 
Away, ye ions of midnight revelry, 



placing. Vpon foule deyet for recreation, he retyret tkhker, and 
looks om the piety booke his teter readet to him, which it com* 
monly fome fliort hiftory, ore piece of Eophormio) tor which 
hit tutor gives bim money to spend neat day. Hit maine loyter- 
ingis at the library, where he ftudiet antra and books of honour; 
and tames a geBtlcman-criticfc in pedigrees. Of all things hee 
cnetxret not to bee miiftakoa for a fcholfter, and hates a black fait 
though it hee of fatia. Hit companion it ordinarily feme Sale 
fellow, that hat keeae notorious for an ingle to gold hatbands; 
-whom he admires at firt, afterwards scornes. If hoe have fpirit 
or wit, hee may light of better o om p an y, and loame feme flaiie» 
of wit, which may doe him knights forvice in the country here- 
after. But he is now gone to the inat of court, where hee ftu- 
dkt to forget, what he tara*d before, his eco^aintaace and the 
fafluon.' 

Wh* 
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Who to a wanton Venus make your court ! 
Think not to lore me with theft gallant joys, 
More boafad of than known : one hoar of love, 
Of innocent delight, of guilclefs blifi, 
Of converfe delicate, rtfin'd and pure, 
Exceeds your utmoU plcafures, and may Tie 
With all the tranfports of lafcivious love ! 

No wonder, Lucy, wrapt in thought* of thee, 
Quick move along the nimble-footed hours, 
When with thee oft, 4b oft, too winged prov'd, 
Then fleeter than a mail-pacM moment now. 

The hour of prayer approaches : home I tend, 
And as the filent melancholy court 
Yawning I enter, 'chance a dismal fcrape, 
From hand of forlorn Fiddler, wounds my car, 
And to the fcene adds horror. So the howl 
Of triple-mouthed Cerberus burfting dread 
Thro' the dull filence of hell's awful gloom. 
New terror ftruck thro' pale Eneas' foul 
Dire woe-begone, and made e'en hell more horrible. 

The hoofe of prayer, or rapper, nought prefents 
Or new or meet to mend the duil-fpent day : 
How (hall the long, long tedious evening pafs ? 
Where are the focial friends, the flowing cups 
Midft converfe pleafing jovially put round, 
Midft mirth and laughter, honeft joke and joy f 
Where is the evening, held more focial yet, 
Midft converfation, open'd and refin'd, 
On themes that well might fait an Attic ear ? 
Ah D * * * now where art thou? bleft indeed 

G 2 In 
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In converfe with the man *, the world admires. 

And I— (mail comfort— -to reflection left 

Of what I once enjoy'd !— upbraidings hence 

The hours move on, and proud Augufta's walls 

Shall all thofe comforts to my foul afford, 

Grants unkindly to my wifh denies. 

So might mankind be bleft : learn, mortals, learn, 

The prefent ftate contented to fupport, 

Let flattering hope the future profpefts crown ! 

Thus in dull round drags on each felf-fame day. 
And every hour well knows the next's employ ; 
The day of God except : then ruling change 
Ufurps her wonted fway : The pulpit then 
New fund of matter to engage my foul, 
Or raife my laughter, as with * # fill'd 
****or**** gracioufly fupplies. 

* Every reader will confefs the propriety of what is faid of this 
gentleman, when I tell them the perfon here meant, is the truly 
amiable author of Clarifla. 

* * No particular perfons are here meant : every univerfity 
man can eafily fupply the vacancies, as no pulpit affords greater va- 
riety of excellent, as well as miferable, preachers, than St. Mary's. 
■ The learned reader will obferve how ftrictly the writer of .this 
piece has complied with the opinions of the ingenious author of 
the very grave Scribleriad. He, in imitation thereof, neVer deign- 
ing to let one (mile intrude all the way through j and in to doing, 
we hope people of true and nicer tafte will confefs he has hit upon 
the true burlefque. For in the preface to that poem, faith the 
writer, < In a mock-heroic poem, the author fhould never be 
' feen to laugh, but conflantly wear that grave irony, which Ccr- 
' vantes only has inviolably preserved/ 

So 
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So in our days, when late the parting earth 
Yawn'd, threat'ning diflbfution, fome with awe, 
With fouls religious, felt the warning ihock, 
And pick'd morality from every {hake. 
While others, loofer throng, with laughter vain, 
And idle obfervation, deem'd it light. 
While with gay pleafures clofely compafs'd round, 
They rioted in jovifaunce fecure, 
And unregarding, or with fmiles could hear 
*< The wreck of matter and the crulh of worlds." 

Auguft 15, 1750. 
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WIT REWARDED, 

OK THE DOVUI TRIUMPH. 
A TALE POUNDED ON TRUTH. 

AN honefl vicar, little known to fame, 
Whofe wealth was fmall, whofc life was free 
from blame; 
It chanc'd, in riding on the village road* 
Calmly content, and ruminating good; 
Was overtook by Morio bride and gay, 
Directed by fome fcheme the felf-fame way : 
Morio, a youth, who two vain years had fpent 
At London, and from thence to Paris went ; 
Proficient he, alike, at either fchool, 
Here he commene'd, and there completed fool. 
He learn'd to hammer " monfieur, voulez-vous," 
And dangle at his back the monkey queue. 
He learn'd each folly men of fenfe defpife, 
To triumph in himfelf, and fcorn the wife. 

He knew the pried, and form'd the deep defign, 
To play a prank, and bite the grave divine : 
To gain his point, he fighing, thus began, 
" Well, hard his fate! alas, poor honefl man; 
" Believe me, fir, at length good Pio's dead ; 
" The very beft of Levi's fons is fled." 
Amaz'd the vicar heard, and doubting Hands 
Till Morio's oath a full belief commands ; 
No more he doubts, but thinks the tale fincere; 
Nor dream'd that moderns would to falfehood fwear. 

His 
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His friend a while lamenting on the road, 

Quoth Mono, " do&or, his preferment's good ; 

" That living well would fuit-— 'fiieath, hafte, begone* 

€t The bi&op can't deny yon; 'tis your own." 

Thoughtful die vicar ftt— at length reply'd, 

" Good is my aim, and charity ray guide; 

" With libVal hand to eafe the widow's toil, 

" Relieve the poor, and bid die wretched fmile. 

" For thefe I'll aft, to thefe the boon be giv'n, 

" This all my wifh, then grant it bounteous heav*n." 

See then, by mild credulity betray'd. 

The common failing of an honeft head; 

The prieft with diligence, not hafte, proceed, 

Half loth to plead his worth, or own his need. 

Tim'rous, at length he beats the biihop's gate, 

The bifhop never made his clergy wait ; 

He enters, grave, and at the plenteous board 

Sees the dead reftor dining with my lord 1 

Amaz'd, amam'd, tho' comfokws of no wrong, 

He blulhes, bows, and dines and holds his tongue; 

Pours out a fober cup to church and king, 

Nor waftes one thought upon the trifling thing; 

A chearful hour he fpends, ierenely gay. 

Then pays his compliments, and comes away* 

Big with delight, exulting in the deed, 
The beau thank'd nature for an able head ; 
The quaint deceit with tranfport fiil'd his foul ; 
And pleas & d, he trkmph'd o'er the unify fool ; 
O'er him and all, who iway'd by truth and fense, 
Scorn fuch low arts, and hate to give offence. 
« This head," he cry'd, then finil'd, and cryM again, 
" This head was never known to think in vain.' 9 

He 






4f POEMS. 

He could no more, for words are not defign'd 

To paint the. raptures of th' unthinking mind. 

But ftrait he glow'd a fecond prank to try, 

Heated with wit's warm blood and vidtory. 

So when a fox, with too much cunning wife, 

Scorns the foul trap wherein his ruin lies; . 

By one attempt made bold, he quits his fear, 

Nor dreads the lofs of tail, or foot, or ear. 

Dangling his cane he rode, then rais'd it high 

Switch'd his gay prancer, and prepared to fly : 

To fly, directed by his foolifh brain, 

Mad as his horfe, and fpungy as his cane; 

Triumphant with his embryo fcheme he glow'd, 

While ideot laughter echo'd as he rode. 

• 'Twas then finifter omens damp'd his foul, 
The mock of fenfe, but terror of the fool; * 
His filken ftockings lucklefs dirt befmear'd, 
And crofs the road the hated hare appeared : 
A boding raven on his golden hat / 

Difcharg'd his load, and croak'd the threats of fate.' 
Yet not difmayM, he keeps his purpofe ftill, 
For prefent joys o'erbalance future ill. <j 

Now to the vicar's villa fee him come, " * J 

A (mall, tho' neat, and well contented home; 
Thither he flew, as one that flies for life, 
And calls with earned voice the vicar's wife* 
Vicaria foon appearM ; " hafte, hafte," he cries, 
«' In yonder road your helplefs hufband lies ; 
" His leg, alas! thrown by the found'ring jade; 
" I fawhim fall; oh! haften to his aid!— • 
«•• I'll go myfelf," he Grid ; then turn'd his Heed, 
And urg'd the nimble beaft with utnioft fpeed. 

She 
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She heard, aftonifh'd, the ambiguous tale; 
The blood forfakes her cheeks, her fpirits fail ; 
Convulfive conflicts tear her tender breaft, 
She finks, fhe fwoons, with thoufand fears oppreft; 
Her maid, her neighbours fly to give her eafe, 
And try each art her forrows to appeafe. 

When men to ferious follies will defcend. 
We know not where the fad effects may end ; 
A ferious liar is a dang'rous thing. 
Sharp is his poifon, tho' conceal'd his ding. 

At length reviv'd, ihe thus difclos'd her woe> 
" Ah fatal tale, fad, unexpected blow ! 
" My human d lies— oh, agonizing grief!— 
" In yonder road— hafte, hafle, to his relief."— 
Through all that heard, one common farrow fpread? 
They mourn the living vicar as the dead : 
And run in crowds to give him inftant aid. 
The grief was general; for in tv*ry plain, 
*- A general bleffing is an honeft man. 

Soft as the breezes moving on the fea,. 
When waves on waves in circling eddies play ; 
Sweet as the air, when Flora fpreads around 
Her balmy odours on the painted ground; 
When teeming nature, with her genial pow'r. 
Smells in the rofe, and blooms in every ilow'r: 
So rural life has ev'ry charm to pleafe, 
Dear hours qf genuine innocence and eafe: 
New beauties bloflbm as the old decay, 
And big with pleafure day fucceeds to day. 
Can Morio then, midft fcenes like thcfe, delight, 
Like a black mildew, to arife and blight? 
Can Morio fmile to pain an honeft heart, 
And cloud the calms which truth'and worth impart! 

H But 
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But fee, the florin is o'er, the prieft appears, 
And fhouts of tranfport follow floods of tears : 
The happy wife, with pleafure-melted eye, 
Draws near, and kindly teftifies her joy. 
The tale was told ; well pleas'd the prieft reply'd, 
" I envy not the victor's icheme, or pride; 
" In thy concern a greater blifs I know, 
" Than all his boafted cunning can beftow." 
But good Vicaria, born of gentle blood, 
At Mono's bold affront with anger glow'd; 
And with revenge infpir'd the ardent train ; 
But Mono abfent, their revenge was vain : 
Yet fall the heroine bade the num'rous band 
Keep inftruments of difcipline in hand. 
So on the feas, no Gallic foe in view, 
Rides Britain's fleet, and burns the Britifh crew 
For future combat, with true courage fir'd, 
Such as by Anion, Warren, Hawke infpir'd* 

Seven days were paft, when rofe the eighth great light,- 
Big with the fate of Morio, and of wit. 
Vicaria with delight that morning view'd, 
For all her omens and her dreams were good : 
And now th' aufpicious day was almoft fpent, 
Ordain'd to perfect the renown'd event ; 
When Morio, • by his evil genius led, 
Genteely cant'ring towards the village fped. 
With tranfport fhe beheld, and out ihe flies, 
While her fhrill voice re-echoes to the fkies ; 
Quick at her call the villagers appear, 
Morio rode on, nor knew the danger near ; 
Amaz'd he faw unnumber'd plowmen ftand, 
Grafping their long thong'd whips with threatning hand : 

Amazed • 
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Aymaz'd he beard incefTant clamours found, 

And wit, revenge, and Mono echo round. 

But w£at were plowmen, whips and clamorous tongues, 

"To the dread lafhing of the cracking thongs ! 

Flight was his only hope, he fpurr'd his horfe, 

The vi&ors, thronging round, oppofe his courfe. 

Paftorio— give him to the trump of fame, 

While (lands the village, live the hero's name;— 

Paftorio firft, difdaining diftant war, 

Rufh'd to his fide, and with a manly ajr, 

Seiz'dhis neat leg, and dragg'd him to the ground ; 

When fix'd on vengeance croud the women round. 

What tongue can e'er recount, what numbers tell, 

The thoufand blows that on the witling fell ; 

In vain he pray'd, in vain he begged relief, 

The laughing clowns to all his cries were deaf j 

Nor pity felt for coat all filver'd o'er : — — 

Alas, what.mufe th' affii&ion can deplore ! 

Strange that for lace no pity they exprefs, 

No kind regard for fuch a fhining drefs I 

Such ,was his fate ; and now revenge's fire 
Began to languish, and their rage to tire : 
When thus Vicaria, with contented look, 
And heart benevolent, the crowd befpoke : 
The crowd all liften'd, while two fturdy fwains 
Held fail poor Mono, trembling with his pains ; 
Friends, neighbours, all, with pleafure I furvey 
The great event of this aufpicious day ; 
". My hopes are gain'd, and all my withes crown'd, 
*. r Folly's vain fon a due reward has found. 
" Wits hence (hall learn to dread their ferious lies, 
u To cheat the honeft, and to. bite the wife ; 

Hz " Wits 
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" Wits reign ihall ccafc, for all her Tons fhall krtdw, 

* l Senfe, (bon or late, retorts a vengeful blow ; 

«* Senfe foon or late, ihall o'er their follies foar, 

" And Morio's fate be fung till witlings be no more.* 

She ceas'd — A jolly farmer's wife reply'd, 

Laughing, her hands held either {baking fide 5 

Attention liften'd to the merry dame, 

While thus with rofy looks, fhe fpoke her fcheme s 

*« Poor youth, I know not but this cruel ftrife 

" May coil him* dear, may rob him of his life : 

" If thus, befmear'd with dirt, from hence we fetid him% 

" Let us have pity— to yon well attend him 5 

" There wafh him clean— this kindnefs will repay 

" His former ills, and wipe his rage away*" 

She laugh'd aloud; they heard the fcheme well pleas'd* 
When from his dirty bed the youth was rais'd 2 
All pale he flood, he knew not what they meant* 
Vainly entreating, trembling for th* event. 
Sad fight, behold the queue behind undone, 
His hair difhevelPd, and his beaver gone : 
His fhirt all black ; the dirt concealed the lace, 
And help'd to (hew the whitenefs of his face. 
Thus in the (hades below, dread realms of night, 
Deiphobus furpriz?d the Trojan's fight ; 
With wounds all cover*d o'er the hero flood, 
While pale JEneas trembled as he view'd. 

But now, my mufe, contract thy tedious fong, 
Patience mufl tire whene'er a tale's too long 5 
Suffice it in the bucket he was laid, 
Thrice duck'd, and thrice uprear'd his weeping head- 
The vicar, with his pipe, flood looking on, 
And foberly advis'd them to have done : 
They all obey'd, the witling was releas'd, 
And, with Vicaria, all the village pleaa'd. 
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CUPID DETECTED: 

TO MISS w - " " - - *• 

AS t'other morning over Margate's bay, 
Apollo drove the orient car of day ; 
Beneath the canvafs, with enraptur'd eyes,* 

He faw fair W n, from the waves arife; 

(His eyes — the queen of love detefts their fight— *" 
Thro' all things pierce, impertinently bright.) 
And as he view'd the virgin's finifh'd frame, 
The amorous god foon felt the tender flame ; 
Mufic's the food of love— -he caught the lyre, 
For ever tuneful with the golden wire ; 
And with his flying fingers touch'd the firings, 
To his (oft ftrains his voice melodious fings j 

No, no, mighty Jove, I'd not envy thy portion, 
Thy heaven for Me thou unrivaU'd might'ft have, 

Were I but the God, the bleft God of the ocean ; 
Were I but of ocean one favorite wave ! 

That wave which receives and encircles transported, 
Which curls j-ound the waift, and enjoys all the 1 
charms 

Of her, by each fhepherd fo anxioufly courted, 
But worthy to gladden a God's rofy arms, 

* The reader fhould be informed here! that the ladies at Margate 
bathe in the fea, under an umbrella of canvafi, which it nVd at 

the end of the machines, 

Hence, 
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Hence, hence, ye vain fuitors! — fince Daphne fo 
Charming, . . ' 

So coyly refus'd and fo cruelly fled ; 
No nymph, .with fuch paflion my bofom alarming, 

Seem'd worthy my wifh, or feem'd worthy my bed. 

Sweet maid, for thy fake, would I leave my high 
ftation, 

And a fhepherd again on my oaten pipe play. 
O* if my bright nymph would prefer elevation, 

Come* fit by my fide here, and make double day! 

To win thee perhaps, I might urge that the glory, 
Of Beauty, of wit, and of fong are all mine ; 

But confeious alas— -I difown them before thee; 
Soft fong, modeft wit, and chafe beauty are thine! 

1*11 rather avow my fincere adoration. 

And with thee to blefe me, my charmer, my bride'; 
I'll rather prefect my unfeign'd and foft pafiion, 

And wooe thee to come, and to fit by my fide* 

The fweets of domeftic felicity blooming, 
Together we'll crop from affection's fweet grove ; 

And each happy morning, its verdure re&ining, 
I'll place on thy brow a frefh chaplet of love. 

Thus fang the God,— -and injftant gave command, 
To bear the tender lay to Cupid's hand ; 
That he forthwith to Margate might depart, 
And with the fong, engage the fair one's heart. 

Quick 
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Quick on a fun-beam ^Ethon fhot away, 
To bear to Cupid's hand the tender lay ; 
But vain he fought him in th' Idalian groves, 
Amidft the laughing nymphs, and {porting lores : 
Truant he flies,-— his mother (bait begun, 
" Midft revel-routs and orgies leek my fon ; 
" No more the Cyprian fcenes engage his (by, 
*« The God of wine has led my fon aftray !" * 
Inftant as thought the faithful iEthon flies, 
And with the drunken God young Cupid fpies ; 
Empurpled were the beauties of his face, 
Each feature flufh'd, and bloated every grace. 
" Hafte, hafte, faid ^Ethon, Phoebus gives command, 

" Bear this foft lay to lovely W n*s hand !" 

" I know her well,— —the fallen boy rejoined; 
" But ah, I hate her for her matchlefs mind 5 
Her charms, her fenfe, too elegant for me ; 
And, truth to fay, fhe (corns my deity. 
Scorns my connections with this honed God; — 
1 hate her, for (he's chafte, and wife and good. 
But (ince inferior pow'rs muft needs obey — 
Attend me, Difcord ; and take thou the lay." 
He (poke indignant ; wav'd his rofeat wings, 
And to the deftin'd fair his meffage brings ; 
He faw her at the brilliant ball appear 
The faireft virgin fhe, where all are fair ! 

W n's lov'd name malicioufly eras'd ; 

Lucinda's in its dead had difcord plac'd : 

* See the next poem : the Cupid here mention' d, is the fame 
with that whom Clorinda laments, 

" Love- 
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« « Love-fong$, quoth Cupid ! — take and read, and guefs 
" Whofe praife, fweet mifs, the amorous lines exprefs : 
" Lucinda — yet 'midft thefe bright belles to rife, 
" And to eclipfe all yours, with her refplendent eyes." 

He fpoke, and ftern like Ajax' ghoft retir'd ; 
We feiz'd the fong, with curious ardour fir'd ; 
But quick difcern'd the little urchin's art, 
And faw the turnings of his envious heart; 
All with one voice the proper nymph affign, 
And own Luanda's praife, fair W--*- - n, juftly thine. 
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C L O R I N D A'S LAMENTATION 

on the absence of cupid from margate. 

Argument. 

" A gentleman, whofe beauty and addrefs procured 
" him the appellation of Cupid from the ladies two 
" years ago, a&ed as matter of the ceremonies at 
" Margate, in which capacity he is at prefent 
" greatly wanted. Upon this the following lines are 
" founded." 
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AS on the wave-worn coaft I lately trod, 
And heard the roarings of the watry God, 
On a lone cliff, with barren fea-weed fpread, 
Clorinda fat — I wond'ring faw ; and fped 
With zealous hafte, to greet the blooming maid. 
But, as I nearer drew, encreas'd furprize 
Sprung from her penfive look and downcaft eyes : 
With earned warmth, "Ah why, lov'd fair, I cried, 
" Doft thou from fweet fociety divide ? 
" Why feek the craggy cliff, and gloomy ftrand ? 
" Why lean thy head upon thy fnowy hand? 
" And why do looks of fednefs, charmer, why, 
*\ Thus damp the living luftre of thine eye ?'* 

" And can you a(k, ihe faid, or want to know 
«« Whence fprings my own, and whence each female's 

" woe, 
" That dives for rofy health in Margate's waves ; 
" That feeks in Margate's rooms for willing flaves* 

I " Learn, 
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" Learn, learn the truth — and our fad lofs deplore-** 
*' Cupid, .capricious God,. is here no morel" 

All fympathetic, with the maid I figh'd : 
And ." ah capricious cruel Cupid cried I" 

" Who now, faid (he, (hall thro' the rooms advance, 
" Guide the gay band, and lead the fprightly dance ? 
" Who now the graceful minuet dirett, 
" And well-chofen partners For the fair feled ? 
?« Who, to the tuneful hand, with glove fo white, 
'< Stell wave» and bid them play each maid's delight ? 
«« Or who the tables in the card-room All, 
" For fober whift, bri&loo, or blythe quadrille i 

" Ah fatal lofs ! with me that lofs deplore ! 
" Cupid, capricious God, is here no more! 

" Who now can tear the once-lov'd rooms to tread, 
«* Whehcewith their riiafter, every grace is fled ! 
".- And where each moment, by each obje& brought, 
"' His lov'd idea lives in every thought ! - 
"(Where all — ah gentk Deity, too plain 
" Confefs thy abfence, sLwi augment my pain f 
" Silent we fit ;•— expe&iig who ihall lead— 
" The mule's filent — and the- beaux fcem dead! 

" Ah fatal lofs I with me, that lofs deplore; 
" Cupid* capricious God, is here no more I 

" Perchance a lonely minuet's b*gunr— 
" But whd.ihali dance the next, whe A this is done .?— 
" That's darknefa all, and doubt! rank, beauty, grace, 
" Avail not here «?-*■ Oh come refume thy place; 
« « £om£ gentle Cupid, •*— fee. we fi t in vain,— 

And briikly move our fans with warm difdain— — 

Far other motions do we wiih to prove — — 
" Return, and crown ourwifhes, God of Love I 

. . " Ah 
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** Ah -fatal lofs»— let ua lament no more : 
But come, dear Cupid, and our joys reftore ! 
While thou art abfent, every fcene appears 
*« Dull as. my hearty and mournful as, my fears: 
M More loud and boiifcrous roars th' indignant fea, 
'* And the rough rocks feem rougher, wanting- thee: 
" Intrepid to the bath I once cou'd hie, 

For Love was there ; and he could foon dg&ry 
The eye/s new luftre,' and the cheek's frelh dye. 
Now, to that bath with timid fte£ I go, 
And plunge. Affrighted to/the. gulph below ; 
" With unconcern I leave^e'ditftiftachihe ; 
4< For now — r what now aaraUs it ta be feen ? 
" What now avails, the cheek's rekindled flufh ! 
f* No love is here. — and vitftt is tetaty'a Wuflj I 
" Oh the fad lofs, let us lament no more ;— • 
€t Come, come, dear Cupid, and our joys reftore ! 

" Return, oh Cupid, God of Love return, 
" Nor let Clorinda unavailing mourn : 
" Return, and to the rooms their life reftore, 
•« And give to beauty all its former pow'r : 

Return, and with thee bring thy bow : for hearts 
Our eyes lhall furnifh out fufficient darts : 
" Return, or from the cliffs myfelf along 
" I'll call, like her fo fam'd in claffic fong ; 
" Or elfe from hence I'll go — " " With me, fweet 

" maid," 
Seizing the foftnefs of her hand T faid,— 
" To yonder rooms, where crowds of fuitors wait, 
4S And wonder why Clorinda ftays fo late : 
" Where you fhall quickly find, that you complain 
** Of Cupid's abfence, lovely fair, in vain : 

I z « For* 
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" For Cupid's abfence of no weight can prove, 

" Where his own mother comes, the queen of love ! 

" And, when th' unerring (hafts herfelf fupplies 

" By which the throbbing heart delighted dies, 

" From her own rofy lips, and love-infpiring eyes ?" 

The fair one fmil'd : — — nor yet withdrew her hand ; 

Nor unrelu&ant left the barren ftrand. 

I prefs'd her lips, her eyes new luftre gain'd ; 

Her cheeks a freflier tiaroF ciimfon ftain'd: 

And as ihe pafs'd all-graceful up the room, 

In elegance of mein, and beauty's bloom ; 

The belles with admiration view'd the maid, 

And the rapt beaux in filent awe furvey'd. 

While general pleafure ipeedily declared, 

That where his mother fmiles, Cupid may well be fparM. 
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« 

TO THE AUTHOR OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 

ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS THIRD AND FOURTH 

VOLUMES. 

YES, tney will laugh;— but whom, O S e, 
enquire ? 
The wretched ions of vice and foul deiire : 
To thefe your page immoral may be dear, 
But virtue o'er it fheds the confcious tear : 
The wife, the modeft, view it with concern ; 
Deteft the matter, and the mailer mourn. 

Is it for this you wear the facred gown, 
To write and live the Shandy of the town f 
Is it for this the holy hand was laid, 
Thrice awful confecration ! — on your head ? 
Is it for this the facred page was giv'n 
To teach high truths, and point the way to heav'n f 
Is it for this, that, trifler loofe and vain, 
With page unhallowM, and with pen obfcene, 
You might againft the caufe of goodnefs war, 
Soil the pure mind, and truth's fair features mar ? 

Ah ! think what you will furely know too foon, 
Tho' fome may laugh, none love the loofe buffoon: 
But of buffoons the fcorn and verieft fellow, ** 
Is the buffoon, ftrange monfter — in prunello !_ 
With all your might, tho' you have ftretch'd your hand, 
To fcatter poifon, and defile the land ; 
Yet let me once my gratulations pay, 
For that your will exceeds your beft efTay : 
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I joy to praUe you for your fouleft meet, 
Jefts moft indelicate, and dearth of wit. 
The time will come, when you with me Hull join, 
To blefs the blafting of each putrid line : 
For oh the time will come, when you (hall feel 
Stabs in your heart more (harp than ftabs of fteel ; 
When confcience loud, (hall thunder in your ear, 
And all your wide-fpread ill in horrid form appear ! 

Prevent the hour, for pity's fake I afk, 
And oh, perforin your own advifed talk ; * 
Search your own heart, you'll find the debt is large, 
And hafte, , perform the duties of your charge ; 
Leave the vile town, nor wifh it in your pow'r, . 
To ihine the giddy meteor of an hour. 
Ah ! you have talents, — do not mifapply, 
Ah you have time, -r— feize, feize it, ere it fly; 
.Strait feize it, lor too fliort you needs muftown 
Whate'er of life remaineth to atone 
For*, alt the filth, dffius'd, and evil you have done. 

• See Sterne' • Sermool, Vol, I, Sermon 4th, 
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ON THE DEATH OP HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES* 

LAnguage is faint true forrow to cxprefs, 
To fpeak the paffioiv of a wounded foul : 
The more we fuffer we complain the lefs, 

The rill flows babbling, deep Hreams filent roll. 

The head with mute exprcflivc pity mov'd, 

The big tear laboring in your people's eye, 
Top rpeakingly proclaim, how much belov'd, 
» Dear prince, you liv'd, how much lamented die. 

In deep fufpence, fuch folemn fcenes. around, 
I Hand, where firft to touch the lyre of woe; 

As leaning on his ax, where trees abound, 

The woodman doubts where firft to fix the blow. 

Oh princefs— yet at that unhappy name 

Why does my pen th' ungrateful tafe deny? 
Why fpreads a dampy chilnefs o'er my frame, 

And tears unbidden croud into my eye ? 

i 

So tender is thetheme, the mufes mourn, 

And fear to fpeak, what fpeaking they mull wrong; V 
For as no words her virtues can adorn, 

So is her grief beyond the reach of fong. 
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Oh for the plaintive voice, the mournful tone 
Soft-trilling thro' the filence of the night 

Of haplefs Philomel, when all alone, 
On bared bough, (he wails her widow'd plight: 

Then cou'd my foul in foft complainings tell, 
How Frederick lov'd, and how that love was bleft : 

How dear he liv'd, how dear— -and when he fell, 
Ah me— what anguilh pierc'd Augufta's bread ! 

Theirs was no common love, no common flame, 
Not from the wanton heat of paffion fprung, 

Whofe joy is tranfient, and whofe blifs a name; 
Senfe tied the knot, which tendernefs made ftrong : 

Built on efteem a mutual friendihip rofe, 

Time faw that friendihip conftantly improve : 

And friendihip fo refin'd, foon fondnefs grows, 
Soon foftly mellows into firmefl love. 

Such, fuch was their's ; but when a beauteous race 
Their parent's triumph, and their nation's care, 

Was giv'n indulgent to their dear embrace, 
How was their mutual love cemented there ! 

Oh to behold 'em as they pafs'd along 

With their fweet babes, the lov'd and loving pair- 
Their blifs was painted in the gazing throng, 

Each eye proclaim'd their happinefs fincere. 
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Britons, alas, no more mall ye furvey, 

With longing looks, the lovely glorious light : 

Heav'n has too foon your favourite fnatch'd away, 
The hufband's mirror, and the realm's delight. 

Who lhall prefume heaven's awful ways to fcan, ■ 

Or reafon of its dealings here below I 
Myfterious are its holy ways to man : 

That God is good, is all we need to know. 

Weep not, fair princefs, nor thy fortune blame, 
Some great reward in future times is thine: 

From earth fet free\ above yon ftarry frame 

Thou with thy God and with thy prince fhalt fhine. 

Wait then refign'd the hallow'd will of heav'n, 
AfTuage thy tears, and bid thy grief fubfide,— 

Alas ! — how eafy confolation's giv'n, 

When {wells not full the heart with forrow's tide 1 

Tho' much I feel, how deep thy grief to mine! 

How vain the thought to bid thee ceafe to mourn ! 
Thou art a mortal: and to feel is thine; 

It is enough, thy forrows can be borne. 

Where (hall thy prattling race their father fee, 
So fond, fo tender; haplefs widow, where? 

Sportive no more mall they afcend his knee, 
Or lifp their little ftories in his ear ? 
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Oft (hall thy bofom heave unbidden iighs* 

Oft down thy cheeks fhall fteal the gufhing tears, 

When (bmc fond infant a&s, with dreaming eyes* 
Why now no more his dear papa appears ? 

And yet there is who to the name of fon* 
Is now no Granger: for, in years tho' green, 

Uncommon fenfe the blooming prince has fhown, 
Britannia's glory in his youth is feen. 

Weep, weep, young prince, for thou haft loft a fire, 
Beneath whofe hand in virtue thou hadft grown} 

Let then his glories all thy bofom fire, 
And make his cv*ry excellence thy own. 

Hear thy fond mother tenderly relate 
Thofe manly virtues cv'ry Briton lov'd .' 

Then weep thy country's lofs and father's fate, 
And from his great example rife improved. 

So when thy grandiire fhall to death's fure hand 
At length fubmit, and double England's woe, 

Another George may footh the fuff'ring land, 
And bring his great forefathers back to view. 

But, gracious heav'n, if Britain be thy care, 

a 

Nor yet our crimes have tum'd thy favour hence, 
Awhile our monarch to our wilhes Jpare, 
At once his Nation's glory and defence. 



• Our grefent moft amiable Sovereign, 
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Far from his bed each torturing pang remove, 

And doubly fortify his laboring foul : 
Tho* much he feels, let not the father's love 

The father of his country's love controuL 

Be his the mighty talk his realms to guard* 
And " fettle Aire fucceffion in his line ;" 

Be ours, great king, thy goodnefs to reward 
With prayers inceflant : be our hearts all thine I 

There are perchance who wonder I refufe 
Aloft to blazon Frederick's lov'd fame : 

That were a taik wou'd well delight the mufe, 
For much ihe joys to dwell upon bis name. 

But what avails it, Britons, to relate 
His public virtues, and domeftic worth t 

Each Briton knew them, each laments a fate 
That tore fuch matchlefs virtues from our earth. 

Weep all the people when a tyrant dies ! 

Mourn for a worthlefs name the general throng I 
No, princefs, no:— ~ more fpeak thy people's eyes 

Than all the mufic of applauding Cong. 

What tho' in tented fields, and deeds of war, 
Where wide deftruftion claims the laurel crown, 

He never (hone, nor drove Bellona's car, 
lUttling o'er ruin to procure renown : 
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A nobler fphere his milder virtues chofe, 
Another Numa, born to blefs mankind; 

To conquer in humanity he rofe, 

And left the glorious madnefles behind. 

In wide benevolence's ample plain. 

He toil'd to make each focial art his own, 

That Britain might with joy behold the train 
Of truth and glory balking round his throne. 

But what avail'd his kind parental care, 
Or fludious labour for his country's weal ? 

Heav'n deign'd not to beftow fuch favours here. 
And fhew'd the more, that we the more might feel. 

Severeft fcourge upon our guilty land, 

Whofe fapp'd foundations fcarce their burden bear, 
Loaded with guilt the tott'ring ftru&ures (land. 

Nod to their fall, and dairy ruin fear. 

And lo— how cad afide her orbed fhield, 
Whereon right plain in fpeaking brafs /is view'd, 

Her ev'ry fon, who dar'd in glory's field 
Each honeft danger for his country's good : 

On the bare ground "Britannia lies along, 
And leans her head all mournful on her hand, 

While clad in {able, melancholy throng 
Weeping around fair virtue and her band. 
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The mufes too in filent fort draw nigh. 

And penfive with the forrowing maid recline } 

On their foft lutes the ftrains unfinifh'd die, 
And to dumb grief they folemnly reiign. 

Parental fondnefs drooping fits afide, 

With conjugal affe&ion in his hand, 
Bends his full eyes expreffive on his bride. 

Looks their fad lofs, and wails the widow'd land* 

Freedom, whofe adamantine bofom knows 

From common fufferings nought to touch her breaJV, 

Wild in her forrow, gives a loofe to woes, 

For Frederick lov'd her, and Ihe lov'd him beft. 

Commerce at diftance rears her heavy head, 
Her fable flag hangs heedlefs on her knee, 

Neglecled at her feet her glories fpread, 
Negletted droops her empire of the fea : 

Oft wails fhe — " Wherefore do I fondly blame 
For that a while my fons thy lofs fhall feel ? 
Beneath thee nurtur'd, how had rofe my fame, 
For well thou knew'fl my worth to Britain's weal. ,# 



it 



1 , 

Thus as ihe fpoke, methought the weftern flcy 
Gay flreaks of fplendid light illumin'd round ; 

When, clad in fnowy robes, defcend from high 
Bright forms, with gold and aramanthus crown'd ; 



' 



70 POEMS, 

A car, immortal luftre darting, fhone, 
Borne in the bofom of a fleecy cloud, 

When from the north a personage came on, 
Divine his look, divine the circling crowd; 

Superior glory beam'd from out his eye$: 
He mov'd; — the fplendid car advanced along, 

Where as he enter'd, forthwith to the ikies 
The flafhing glory all triumphant fprung. 

When 'midft foft melody th' angelic choir 

Sooth'd with thefe accents each defponding breaft, 

" Weep not far him, whom heav'nly joys require, 
". Bewail not Frederick, Britons, he is Weft." 
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Olt THE DEATH OP THE RIGHT REVD. 

ANTHONY ELLIS, D. D. 

bishop of st. david's, &c. 

to the lord bishop op chester. 

AN D muft my little ftorc of friends high priz'd, 
Be leflen'd, gracious heaven ! filent, I bow ! 
But feels the poor man more his one lamb's lofs, 
Than many fadings from his plenteous Halls 
The proud, and wrecklefs wealthy. —Oh, for thee, 
In wifdom fage, how well could we have (par'd 
Enow of thofe, who bear in the broad day, 
Their friendfhip glift'ning on their brows, fmile-clad; 
Yet kill with abfent ftabs ; nor heiitate 
To blaft young reputation in her bloom ! 
Againft their breath envenom'd, who, like thee, 
Shall teach to guard ! who all the facred arts 
Of holy, happy, chearful, peaceful life 
With winning grace inculcate/— not alone 
By precept's flow deduction ; when we heard, 
We faw; th' example gave the leflbn life. 

Nor from the golden* fleece, from wifdom 's tree, 
That with him flonrira'd fair, were we reftrain'd 
Or by the dragon fierce of ftern dtfdain ; 
Or flaming fword of (harp feverity. 
Engaging candor, condefcenfion meek, 
And affability, love's parent, bade 

Approach: 



7* p o e m a; 

Approach : we came : and who, or unimprov'd 

Return 'd, or without heart-felt pleafure ? Him 

Learning herfelf delighted (till to hear, 

And from him gain'd new knowledge ; deeply fkill'd 

In theologic fcience, he could well 

Unfold the fecrets of the hallow'd page ; 

Orwell aflert (for well he knew) the laws, 

The conftitution of that happy church. 

Which boafted him a father ! # — Juft her boafl ; 

Yet, Herring f> man of heart benevolent 

And undiflembled piety, of foul 

Fit for the joys of heav'n— be thine the praife! 

Thou, watchful, faw'it his worth, and bade it fhine 

In fairer day ; faw him in knowledge ripe, 

In piety, in judgment : like thyfelf, 

As far from wild enthuiiafm's flare, 

As fuperftition's vacant eye ; or look 

Demure of fly hypocrify. — Peace to you both, 

E'er-honour'd pair ! you reap in golden blifs, 

The meed of your fair virtues, truth and love, 

From the chief fhepherd's hand.— - Oh how I joy 

To hold, the fair examples forth, and fhew 

The envious maligners, on whofe tongues 

Sits venom'd calumny, that Britain yet 

Hath priefls, hath prelates, virtuous, able, good. 

Religion's ornament ! — Yes ; thefe withdrawn 

She ftill can boaft. — Or if it were allow'd* 

Or ere the fun is iet, to facriiice 

* See his Traits, Sec, lately puplifhed* 
f Late archbiihop of Canterbury. 
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To heroes— Thou, my mufe, could'ft alfo boaffc 

Of fiiM, fair candor's patron, who may well 

Claim this juft tribute to the friend he gave : 

Noble munificence, to give a friend ; • ' l 

And fuch a friend ! how rare the boon ! of him 

Whofe winning mild humanity will deign 

From thee to take this little cyprefs-wreath 

Woven by gratitude, and wet with tears, 

And hang it on his Ellis's lov'd urn ! 

But never may fad duty, — oh bleft power 

0*er life and death fupreme, accept my prayer !— — 

Never may duty force me hence to weave 

Another wreath like this, or to lament 

The fetting of his fun, who fmil'd upon 

My firft-^-on my laft labour may he fmile 1 

And long— when filent o'er my memory 

Oblivion broods— long may he live and ftied 

His virtue's influence to blefs mankind ! 
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THE FRIENO. 

AN ILBGY. . fO JOHN DORRIEN, E S QJ 

T Hough fortune fmile not on my low eftatc, 
Nor high-plum'd honours on my fteps attend : 
Kind heav'n, I thank thee— for the gift is great— 
To footh my life, that thou haft lent a friend ! 

Thro' life's lone path, where wilds and weeds abound, 
Where danger's threaten, and where forrows throng; 

Ah me, how fad to plod the weary round. 
And tread in joylefs folitude along I 

Each lee grows vapid; and the noble mind, 
Prompt to fair actions of renowned meed. 

Sinks liftlefs down ; for. it defpairs to find 

The lenient praife, which crowns the worthy deed. 

That lenient praife, which ftimulates the heart ; 

Yet gives no ftrength to pride's fantaftic reign ; 
Which, blufhing, from her bower, draws true defert* 

Well pleas'd to toil on virtue's ample plain I 

Thrice welcome labour, welcome honeft toil; 

Run with delight, my foul, thine arduous race : 
For much-lov'd Dorrien deigns the friendly fmile, 

To quicken and invigorate thy pace ! 
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*Tis not the wordy wind of bloated fame, 
The many's falfe and undifcerning praife : 

Catch it, ye fools !— one man of .worthy name 
A generation of the vain outweighs 1 

Let him approve, whom virtue's felf approves ; 

On whom religion beams her purefl ray ; ' 
Whom (tedfaft truth, unbiafs'd candour loves, 

And by whofe fide bright merit joys to ftay : 

Let him approve, in whofe capacious breail 

Companion and benevolence refide; 
From whofe large hand humanity diftreft 

Yet ne'er went weeping, and unfatisfied ; 

Let him approve— 'twill charm the rage of care I 
Let him approve— -if fuch a man there be : 

Ah Dorrien> to my foul for ever dear, 
How bleft irm I!— 'for thou, my friend, art us ! 
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TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR. 



IN THE PERSON OF A CLERGYMAM PREFERRED 

BY HIM.* 



NO! — witnefsj fweet retreat, and every friend, 
Who treads the threfhold of this place of reft J 
Witnefs, if I be filent, to commend 

His bounty, here who gave me to be blefl. 

Sweeter than fofteft mufic to my ear. 

His name mall dwell upon my thankful tongue ; 
And all who fee me, ihall be fure to hear 

Of Henley's praife, my laft and earlieft fong. 

Oh could I fpeak the fulnefs of my heart I 
Oh for a quill from the bold Theban fwan I 

Yet* yet my theme, without the aid of art* . . 
Might into flame the coldeft bofom fan. 

He faw me, drooping in affliction's made, 

Befet with painful penury around : 
The noble mind oppreft, and fore diunayM, 

And the fad foul with grief's hard ihackles bound ! 

* This little poem refers to a real /act, an act of high benevo- 
lence of the. pre fent Lord Chancellor, which itruck me much upon 
hearing it, and occasioned thefe lines* 
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He faw me toiling for the/canty, meed 

Of hireling paffor, humble and unknown 3 

Full hard befet the little race to feed, ' ; 

Which waited for their bread from me alone ! .. 

Oh painful memory— ^ how oft my breaft 

Has heav'd with anguifh, when a painful tear 

Has caught my fight, which in her eye exprefs'd-** t 
My faithful confort, by long truth more dear, 

Exprefs'd in her full eye our wants and woes I 
Oh melancholy view, forbear my foul ! 

Look there, where chearful thought enraptured glows,:. 
And blefs the bounteous Henley for the whole ! 

He jaw: he pitied! pitied and relieved ! 

Unafk'd, unfought, he rear'd my drooping head i 
With tendernefs innate he faw, and griev'd, 

And rais'd us, almoft rais'd us, from the dead ! 

I had no friend, to afk or to implore— 

God was my friend, who, in my patron's heart, 

Thofe virtues planted, which adorn him more 
Than the beft honors beft of kings impart* 

I had no friend, unpitied and undone, 
All hope was hopelefs— mifery extreme ! 

When lo ! as on the darknefs burfts the fun, 
On my diftrefs rofe Henley's bleffing beam ! 
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Oh beam heart^chearing, which to wretches gives 
New life, new light! my children, fpeak his praife* 

Lifp, lifp, my little ones, his name, who lives 
To glad the wretched with his golden rays. 

Thou too, my faithful confott, in the tale 
Join ; to the lid'ning world we will declare, 

How freely, nobly, from deep trouble's vale, 
His hand uprais'd to blifs, and fix'd us here ! 

For me, while words can dwell upon my tongue, 

His goodnefs, honor, drift integrity, 
Firm truth, and patriot zeal, (hall be my fong ! 

And when that pow'r death's druggies (hall deny; 

My lad, lad prayers (hall wing their way to heav'n. 
Fervent, for bieffings on him ; on his race ! 

While to my children this lad charge is giv*n, 
" In all your hearts be his the foremoft place/ 1 
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THE MAN OF SOUTHGATE, 

A V O E M. 

— Qoem fruftra qiuefivit Cynicua olun, 
Ecce inventus adeft ' ■ m i 

SURLY Cynk # , filent be, 
Ceafe your fearch, and follow me ; 
Tho', through Greece in vain you ran, 
I will lead you to a man. 

Thro' the walk, with ihrubs o'ergrown, 
Scenty Ihrubs, and fiowrets blown. 
Mount we yonder green parterre, 
Whence the profpelt widens far ; 
Farther yet, and farther (hews 
Living land fch apes, verdant views : 
Where the ftill enraptured fight, 
Drinks in draughts of new delight. 
Then the limpid rill furvey 
Thro* the wild that winds its way ; 
On whofe flower-ennamelM bank, 
Weeping willows, oziers dank, 
Hang their penfive heads, and (ay* 
Nature's robe is ftol'n away, 

* The allufion is to the known ftory of .Diogenes, the Cynic 
philofopher, who replied to a perfon that aflud him what hit was 
doing with alighted torch in his hand in the day-time? "I am 
•* lacking for a man.** 

Stolfn 
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Stol'n by art, fo well exprefs'd, 
All feems nature nicely drefs'd. . I 

Now the river's liquid clue, 
Thro' the mazy wild perfiie, 
To the fhell-enwoven cave, 
Meditation's living grave i 
Or to the arboret's ihaded feat, 
Where love, the boy, delights to meet 
Youth his lifter, ever fair, 
Nurtur*d by coy virtue's care } 
Loves to meet, and (port and twine 
Like the rofe and eglantine. 
Treading, as on fairy ground, 
To the temple trip it round, 
To the temple confecrate 
To fidelity the mate. 
He and tendernefs the bride 

There in form of doves refide: 

i 

Happy doves, that all the day, 

Live and love, and coo and play j I 

Happy doves, that conftant ever, 
Love unites, nor death can fever. 
Paffing this enchanting place \ 
See the maniion mews its face ! ' 

Comely-Cynic, tho' grown old, 
Hofpitality behold! 
Conftant at the door fhe ftands, 

Smiles, and opes her courteous hands ; ; 

While benevolence, the grace, 
Soft of heart, and fweetof face, 
To the mafler will attend, 
To the man, her choiceft friend ; 

E'er 
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With whom always (he'd remain, 
She and all her fecial train ; 
Pity, with the melting eye, 
A£ive worth, humanity; 
Sincerity, rare feen abroad, 
And generofity, the god. 

Cynic, come, put out your torch, 
I have found him ; ceafe your fearch ! 
And the man — tell whom you will— 
Is Go din, upon Southgate Hill. N 
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SONNET. 

OCCASIONED BY READING " THE TRUTH AND 
" IMPORTANCE OP NATURAL AND REVEALED 
" RELIGION." BY S. SQUIRE, D. D. DEAN OP 
BRISTOL, $CC 

MEthought I faw in vifion t'other morn, 
Celeftial reafon in her azure veil: 
A ftar there was, which blaz'd upon her breaft, 
And placid fweetnefs did her brow adorn. 

Firm judgment here, and gentle candour flood, 
With meek-ey'd charity, befide the queen ; 
With many graces more; but chief was feen 

Inftruclion, hand in hand, with public good. 

Attendant thefe on heavenly reafon came, 
And on religion's fhrine an offering laid ; 

I faw it flrait her whole attention claim : 

Then what it was, how could I but enquire ? 
Inftant with rapture, " 'tis my fbn's," fhe faid ; 

" The polifh'd page of my judicious Squire." 
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GRATITUDE AND MERIT. 

MERIT and Gratitude, they fay, 
Met at a court the other day : 
" The mitre, Gratitude, fays Merit; 
" The vacant mitre, who muft wear it ? w 
Strait Gratitude, a royal dame, 
Her finger fix'd on A ■ gh*s name: 

Bright Merit fouling, faid, with thee 
'Tis virtue always to agree : 
But were I granted my defire, 
Thou know'ft that I fhou'd fix on Squire. 
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SONNET. 

occasioned by hearing a young lady sing 
spenser's amoretti, &c. set to music 
by dr. greene. 

AH, gentle Edmunb, when thy ditties fweet, 
Belinda, mufic's philomela, fings, 
Raptur'd, I own the harmony com pleat, 

Sweet poefy, fweet fair, fweet voice, fweet firings. 

Ah poet, worthy of fitch minftrelfy ; 

Soft minftrelfy fuch poet meriting ! 
Midft chill neglett, I wot, and penury, 

Thou, Edmund, woud'fl have joy'd to hear her fing. 

For well I ween, that melody can bring 
Compofure foft and tranquil to the mind ; 

Since 1 (tho* in nought elfe thee equalling, 

Yet who, like thee, cold praife, and barren find;/ 

Can all my ills forget, thefe ftrains to hear. 

Oh then, dear harmonift, indulge a prayer, 

Sing on; and lull to fleep that triple Cerberus, care! 



\ 



* Alluding to the following lines of Spenfer, in which he fpeak* 
of himfelf. 

So pray fen babes the peacock's Harry train j 
.And wondren at bright Argus' blazing eye ; 
But who rewards him e'er the more forthy ? 
Or feeds him once the fuller by a grain ? 
Silee praife is fmoke, that /heddeth in the fle'e, 
Sike words been winde, and wart en foone io-vaine. 
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TO DANIEL W.EBB, ESQj AT BATH,' 

ON READING IN MS. HIS DIALOGUE IN FAVOUR 

OF BLANC VERSE, &C. 

IT TOW few, oh Webb, by fprightly wit infpir'd, 

il True judgment guided, and bright genius nVd; 

Above all vulgar prejudice can foar, 

And paths untried with daring fteps explore ! 

To cuftom flaves, they quench the fpark divine, 

And with faint rays of fervile copyifts (hine. * 

Oh bane of genius ! how the tribe I hate ; 

What imitator ever yet was great? 

Friend of thje mufes, of true tafte the friend, 
With joy I read, with rapture I commend ; 
Proceed ; and hurl falfe tafte, th* ufurper, down ; 
And place immortal Shakefpeare * on his throne: 
Proceed, proceed ; and from the power of long 
Unloofe the Gothic chain, which bound her long: 
Which ftill the tinkling*train of rhymers try 
Softly to clink, and fafter ftill to tie : 
So lhall the fifter arts thy praife proclaim, 
And thefe fhail ftng, and thofe lhall paint f thy fame. 

* Mr. Webb takes all his examples from Shakefpeare. 
-f See Mr. Webb's excellent treatife on painting. 
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O DR. HJlYTER, 



LATB BISHOP OP LONDON. 

NO more, my friend ; nor check the honeft lay 
Which merit animates the mufe to pay ; 
What tho' undignify'd by rank or place, 
No titles gild her, and no honours grace ; 
Is worth, Is truth to rank or place confin'd ?— ■ 
Or have they left their feat, the virtuous mind ? 
No, no, my friend ; — nor will the wife difdain 
The heart's free tribute, as an offering vain. 
Tho' mean the prefent, which the poor man brings 
To the dread altar of the king of kings ; 
Yet pleas'd his grateful piety to own, 
Th' almighty fmiles applaufive from his throne. 

Nor thou, O Hayter, fhalt contemn the fong 
Which longs to join the gratulating throng ; 
And midft the friendly train, tho' laft, appear, 
To pour its beft good withes in thy ear ! 
Oh happy in thy monarch's grateful choice S 
Oh happy in thy Hock's affenting voice ! 
His choice alone were higheft dignity : — 
But ftill to blefs thee more — had we been free 



i 
t 

* To choofe — our choice unanimous hadfix'd on thee 



What coud'ft thou more deiire to fill thy breaft, 
With honeft gladnefs, and with heart-felt reft ? 
What -more defire to elevate thy name, 
High in the records of immortal fame ? 



] 



Yet 



POEMS. 87 

Yet more thou hall, — triumphant — But, no firing 
Difcordant touch we ; while with joy we fing, 
And hail thee, pleas'd, to fair Augufla's fee : 
Where long, ah long triumphant may'ft thou be 
O'er foes, not lefs or meaner to engage,— ■«- 
The family of pain, and cares of age ! 
Long may'fi: thou live, a blefling to mankind, 
Still, as we've known thee, generous and refin'd : 
Foe to all art ; good, unreferv'd and free, 
Mild without meannefs, meek with dignity: 
Friend to all fcience, to all worth a friend, 
And lib'ral to alfifl, as to commend! 
Long may'ft thou live, and with a ray benign 
On the fair caufe of pure religion fhine. 
Long may'ft thou live, dill chearful and caren^ 
And long by blefling find thyfelf moft bleft. 

Thus fung the mufe, in artlefs drains fmcere :— 
Let truth, her advocate, the numbers bear, 
Howe'er imperfect, well defign'd ; — and fay* 
She'll flrive to mend them on another day* 



PRO- 
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PROLOGUE TO MILTON'S COMUS, 

PERFORMED BY SOME YOUNG GENTLEMEN, BEFORE 
THEIR PARENTS AND RELATIONS. 

NO T to outvy the heroes of the ftage, 
Or rife the little Garricks of the age, 
Are our fond hopes, is our attempt defign'd, 
To narrower, but to nobler views confin'd. 
To move with dignity, to fpeak with eafe, 
In life alike to profit and to pleafe, 
Warms our young breafts, our every bofom fires, 
And prompts to toil, which future good infpirea. 
And can .we then, fuch motives in our view, 
Doubt or of candour, or regard from you ? 

While virtue's generous pleadings we rehearfe, 
Fram'd by the. blind bard in immortal verfe, 
From youth unfkill'd arife whatever fears, 
We know that parents have indulgent ears. 
On thefe we truft our weaknefs to befriend, 
And pardon faults we much defire to mend. 
O that in juft return for all your love, 
Might our improvements with our years improve ; 
And your fond bofoms glow with generous joy, 
While each with rapture hears his darling boy, 
Or in Britannia's much lov'd caufe harangue, 
While on his lips the lift'ning fenates hang; 
Or at the bar, with eloquence divine, 
The Murrays of our age confpicuous fhine ; 
Or with perfuafion fweet and reafon flrong, 
Confirm the pious and convince the wrong ; ^ 

And 
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And bring the erring from the ways they trod 
Deftru&ive, home to happinefs and God. 

Thou bleft religion, whatfoe'er's decreed, 
What path of life foe'er we chance to tread ; 
Defcend, bright guardian, and with gentle fway 
Rule our whole lives, and guide our every way. 
Thou too, fair virtue, on our fteps attend, I 
Companion humanize, and truth befriend. ] 
From youth to manhood may we nobly rife, 
Each day more virtuous, and each day more wife; 
Glow more and more with generous warmth to prove 
Worthy at once of your's, our God's, and country's love I 
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THB EIGHTEENTH BOOK OP THtf 

ADVENTURES OF TELEMACHUS. # 

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH. 

Dii, quibus imperium eft animarum, umbracque filentet 
Et Chaos et Phlcgethon, loca n«fte tacentia late, 
Sit mihi fas audita loqui t fit numine tcftro 
Pandere res alta terra et caligine merfat. 

Viioil. 

MEAN while Adraftus, with his vanquifli'd crew, 
Fierce from the field to Aulon's hill withdrew; 
Securely fcreen'd behind its friendly height, 
He waits frefh forces to renew the fight : 
Warm glows his bofom to revenge the blow, 
And rufh vindi&ive on the conquering foe : 
t So when a famifh'd lion quits his prey, 
Repuls'd, and flowly growling (talks away, 

Fierce 

• This was deiign'd as a fpecimen of a tranflation of the whole 
work, from profecuting which, other and better employments pre- 
vented. 

•f Homer and Virgil hare both many fimilies from the retreat of 
a lion, but I don't remember any that compares the hero to the. 
indignant favage in his den, to which nothing can be fuperior : I a 
the nth Iliad, v. 675. 

Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains, 
Befct with watchful dogs and (houting fwains, 

Repuk'4 
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Fierce in. his den the ground he roaring gnaws, 
Sharpens his teeth, and furious whets his claws; 
Keen as the lightning flafh his fiery eyes. 
And the whole flock in bloody fancy dies. 

And now UlyJTes' fon, who, pleas'd, funrey'd 
Through all his camp confummate order fpread, 
To execute that lov'd defign addreft, 
Which fecret long had brooded in bis breaft. 
Hence fprung his cares ;— long paft for many a night, 
Each dream had brought his father to his fight : 
Jufl when the liars before the dawn decay. 
And o'er the hills Aurora leads the day, 
Jufl: when foft fleep calls forth his fluttering train 
Qf dreams, and haftens to th' Elyfian plain : 
Then ever rofe Ulyftes to his view, 
At break of day, when dreams they fay are true. 

Repuis'd by numbers from the nightly flails, 
Tho 1 rage impels him, and tho* hunger calls : 
Long Hands the ihow'ring darts and raiflile fires, 
Then fow'rly flow th* indignant beaft retires. 

Pep*. 
A a imitation of which is the following from the 9th JEntid, ▼, 1*76. 
As when, with tilted fpears, the clamorous train 
Jnvade the brindled monarch of the plain j 
The lordly lavage from the fhouting foe» • 

Retires, majeftically flera, and flow t 
Tho' fingly impotent the crowd to dare 
Repel, or ftand their whole collected war, 
Grim he looks back, he rolls his glaring eye, 
Pcfpaixs to conquer, and difdains to fly. 

PlTT. 

N*£ Naked 
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Naked fometimes the hero he furvey'd, 
* In thofe bleft ifles for virtuous fouls decreed, 
Befide a rill which wanton'd thro* the mead : 
While foftly-blufhing nymphs around him hafte, 
And o'er his limbs the modeft mantle caft. 
Now in a dome, where gold and ivory glow, 
He fees him plac'd, and hears his language flow : 
While crown'd with garlands fit the lift'ning throng, 
Charm'd with the foft perfuafion of his tongue. 

Whenever fleep the pious fon forfook, 
Such dubious dreams his foul with terror fhook : 
f Penfive reflecting — thus he oft complain'd, 
* ' What dreams mod dreadful could 1 ike thefe have pain'd? 
" Too plain fuch fcenes of blifs the truth declare, 
" No more my father'breathes this vital air! 
" To thofe bleft climes remov'd, where virtue's fons 
" Heaven with eternal peace rewarding crowns : 
" Thofe climes with thee mcthinks I travel o'er ! — 
" And oh how wretched 'tis to hope no more. 
" Muft I then never hence behold thy face, 
" Nor in thefe arms my tender fire embrace ? 
" No more thy tongue's mellifluous wifdom hear, 
" Nor to thy hands the filial kifles bear? 
*' Thofe hands which never on the madding crew, 
" The fuitor- train (hall pour the vengeance due ? 
" To fame fhall Ithaca no more return, 
" But droop in ruins and for ever mourn ? 

* De^enere locos lstos, et amoena Viret* 
Fortunatorum nemorum, fedefque beatas. 

VrRG. B. vi. v. 638. 
f Quae me fulpcnfam, infomnia tcrrent vEk. iv. 9. 

" Yes; 
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" Yes; the dread powers, whofe ceafelefs hate purfues 
€€ The fire, thro' fueh viciffitade of woes, 
" To the /ad fon thefe dreams of torture fend, 
" His life's fole comfort from his heart to rend, 
" Thence thence that fweet deluder, hope, to tear, 
t( Life of our life, and foother of each care ! 

" Yet doubtful thus, 'tis anguifh to remain;-—* 

Why faid I doubtful, when the truth is plaint 
" Too fure my father treads the realms below; 

And to thofe realms to find his ghoil I'll go: 

• Oft fince he breathed his laft, in dead of night 
. His reverend image flood before my ftght : 

Injoin'd to feek below his holy ihade, 

* Conducted there by your unerring aid : 
But you, if pious minds by pray'rs are won, 
Oblige the father, and protect the fon $ 
Your's is the power 5 not Proferpine in vain 
Has made you prieftefs of her nightly reign : 
If Orpheus, arm'd with his inchanting lyre, 
The ruthlefs king with pity could infpire ; 
If from the Jhades below redeem his wife : 
If Pollux off'ring his alternate life, 
Cou'd free his brother, and can daily g« 
By turns aloft, by turns defcend below : 
Why name I Thefeus, or his greater friend, 
Who trod the downward path, and upward coaM afcend ! 
Not lefs than theirs from Jove my lineage came, 
My mother greater, my defcent the fame. 

Viae JEn. by Dryd. B. vi. v. iyt. 
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If impious Thefeus fafe thofe regions fought, 
His foal with injury to Pluto fraught : 
«' Why ihou'd a fon the dreary journey dread, 
" By love condu&ed, and by duty led? 
The mighty Hercules defcended there : 
And tho' not him, 'tis great like him to dare ! 
Soft-plaining Orpheus fo fuccefsful prov'd, 
That ev'n the gloomy Monarch's foul he mov'd, 
" Inexorable held— till back to life 
** He to the tender hufband gave the wife ; 
And (hall I then of like companion fear. 
When fo fuperior is the lofs I bear ? 
" 'Tis fixt— -to thofe dread regions will I fly, 
" Prepared for death, if fate demands to die : 
(For why fhould mortals fear the tyrants blow, 
Who daily groan beneath a weight of woe ?) 
And prove if pitilefs, as tales refound, 
The powers, who rule the realms of night, are found r\ 
" And, oh my father, tho' my fate denies 
" That thou on earth ihou'd'ft blefs thefe longing eyes ; 
" Yet it may chance permit thy fon to know 
" Thy fhade— now happy, in the realms below.' 9 

Speaking he wept, and weeping he arofe 
The light to feek, and mitigate his woes : 
In vain he fought, while ftill the torturing dart 
That piere'd, continued rankling in his heart : * 
And 'midft fuch anguiih he refolv'd to go 
By Acherontia to the realms below : 
'Twas near the camp : the name a gloomy cave 
To Acheron's black banks conducting, gave ; 

• Hxret latcri lethalis arundo. /En. iv, 73. 

A 
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^ ftrettm the deities themierres revere, 
An oath they dread, and tremble when they fwear. 
* High on a rock was Acherontia plac'd. 
As on the tow'ring oak an eagle's neft : 
Beneath whole feet the horrid cavern lay, 
Whence trembling mortals turn'd with dread away : 
Whence watchful fhepherds drove their fleecy care, 
Pois'nous the ground, and tainted all the air : 
For Styx her vapours through the paflage crouds, 
Rolls flames on flames, and fulph'rous clouds on clouds: 
There never zephyrs gently-breathing blow, 
Nor herb nor flower around the cavern grow: 
No autumns fmile, nor blooming fprings return ; 
The parch'd ground languifhes, the meadows mourn : 
O'er the dead profpedt ftretch the wearied eyes, 
Where leaflefs flirubs alone, or baneful cyprefs rife. 

Vain ev'n at diftance Ceres' gifts to ihare 
The labourers try : in vain the vineyards rear : 
Their fullied dreams the drooping Naiads mourn, 
Black noxious waves diftilling from their urn : 

* Deep was the cave, and downward as it went, 
From the wide mouth a rocky rough defcent : 
And here th' accefa a gloomy grove defends, 
And there th 1 unnavigable lake extends: 
O'er whofe unhappy waters, void of light, 
No bird prefumes to fteer his airy flight : 
Such deadly ftenches from the depth arife, 
And fteaming fulphur, that infects the Ai«. 

Dktdbn's Vikg. B. vi. 1. 33S. 

There 
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# There no fweet warblers told the lift'ning grove, 

(No grove wa3 there) the ftory of their love ; 

Beneath a milder flcy their loves they fung 

While here alone the raven's croaking tongue, [rung 

And owl's more hideous fliriek thro' the drear defart 

Bitter the grafs, whereon the flocks that fed, 

Nor wanton fltip'd, nor bleating chear'd the mead : 

His curled front the ball deje&ed hung, 

Nor with his amorous call the foreft rung : 

Pipe, flute and love the languid fwains forbear, 

Nor pipe, nor flute, nor Phillis pleafes here* 

From this deftrudlive cavern frequent came, 
Mix'd with black fmoke and fulphur, living flame ; 
Whofe horrid darknefs drove the fun away. 
And brought night's terrors in the noon of day : 
'Twas tjjen the people to their altars flew, 
And folemn pay'd the facrifices due. 
Tho' thus fubmiflive, oft they drove in vain 
To (both the tyrants of the infernal plain : 
Who fond of blood, oft cruelly demand 
The young — the flower and glory of the land. 

Thro' this drear cave Telemachus decreed' 
To find the gloomy manflons of the dead : 
Pallas, whofe care the hero {till attends, 
Whofe ^Egis guards him, and whofe arm defends 
The chief to Pluto's favour recommends. 
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* Tunc et p eft i fen pacatum Li men averni 

Innocui tranfiftxs aves : flatumque repreflit 
' Amfanfttts; tacuit fixo torrente Vorago. 

Claud. Rap. Prof. 1, ii. v. 34S. 

And 
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And mov'd by her requeft great Jove commands 
* Hermes — (who daily to grim Charon's hands 
From realms above conveys the flitting train) 
From the item king fafe pafTport to obtain ; 
Permiffion for Ulyfles' fon to tread, 
His wide domain, the dwellings of the dead ! 

FavourM by night, Telemachus withdrew. 
And from the camp unfeen, unnoted flew : 
And as he mov'd by Luna's glittering light. 
His prayers addreft that planet of the night; 
Walking in brightnefs thro* the dufky fky, 
f In heav'n, on earth, in hell a deity. 
Pious his purpoJe, and his heart fincere, 
With kind regard the goddefs heard his pray*r. 
The cave approaching, in amaze he found, 
J Trembling beneath his feet the bellowing ground : 
All hell's dread clamours thro' the entrance roar'd, 
And from the heav'ns red fire and lightning pour'd. 
Aghaft the fon of bold UlyiTes flood; 
Fear freez'd his limbs, and terror chiM'd his blood : 
Yet foon his virtue triumph'd: — — to the ikies 
Speaking he rais'd his pious hands and eyes ; 

" Great gods, thefe omens with delight I meet, 
" Oh flill be gracious, and your work compleat" 

* This office of Hermet- is too welt known to- need any paflages 
from ancient authors to explain it — they who think fit, may confult 
Horace, B. i. Od. 10 and iii, n. and Virgil, B. iv. 242, &c« 
•f* Tergeminamque Hecaten, tria Vfrginis ora Dianae. 

V. 511. iEn. 4. 
J Sab pedibus mugire iblum & juga caepta moveri 
$yl varum— — - Virc. JEn. 6. 256. 

O Thus 
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Thus as ke fpeaks, his foul new vigour proves, 
And tow'rd the care with doable {peed he moves. 
When lo at once the gloomy entrance clear'd. 
The thick fmoke flew, the darkneft difappear'd ; 
No more around deArucHve vapours roll, 
Nor pois'nous finelk nifh fick'ning on die foul : 
Then unattended— for who dares attend ? 
Thro' the dread entrance view die chief defcend ! 
Two trufty Cretans, who his purpofe knew, 
Their friend's defcent at diftance trembling view; 
And pour to heav'n thafe pray'rs they deem in vain. 
For him they dare not hope to view again ! 

# Mean while the hero war'd his glitt'ring blade, • 
And pierc'd undaunted thro' the fightlefs fhade : 

* So hit father in the Odyfley on the lame occafioa, B. a. v« £$ 

and 61. 

From the fcabtard drew hit (fcining fword : 
And — 

Swift wav'd hit iaukhion o'er the blood : 

Back flatted the pale throngs and tremWing flood. 

Popx. 
And the fybil in the 6th /Eneid fays, 

Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates afford 
A flume thy courage, and unlheath thy fword.— • 
She faid, and pafe'd along the gloomy (pace ; 
The prince pur&ied her itens with equal pace. 

Djutdbk, v. 370. 
And again, ▼. 404* iEneat 

— — — UnfheathM his Alining ftcel, prepar'd* 
Tho" fciz'd with fuddcn fear, to force the guard. 

Da YD EN. 

When 
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When thro' its horror gleam'd a. filiating light, 
As fome dim beacon, 'rnidft the gloom of night : 
He fees the fluttering ghofts around him glide, 
Who, as he flafh'd his fword, forfook his fide* 
Oblivious Lethe, who& fad ftream rolls flow 
Jn fluggifh courfe, next rifes to his view: 
Whofe Banks departed fouls unnumber'd croud ; 
Fruitlefs their prayers, no paffport here allowM; 
On earth unbury'd fince their limbs remain, 
Relentlcfs Charon they befeech in vain : 
Who inftantaneous grants, with fnrly grace, 
The living Grecian in his boat a place. 

Telemachus no fooner enters there, 
Than melancholy plainings wound his ear: 
A ghoft difconfolate bewail'd his woe, 
Whofe caufe of grief the hero fought to know, 
And who he was above, that felt fo much below. 
I once was Nabopharzan, he begun, 

The haughtieft king of haughty Babylon : 

The fpacious eaft all trembled at my name; 
*' And the world rung with Nabopharzan 's fame. 

I will'd— and lo— a marble temple flood* 

Built by my fubjec~b to their monarch god : 
" My golden ftatue 'midft the temple rear'd, 

With all the pomp of worihip was rever'd: 

Perfumes inceflant on my altars blaz'd, 

And hymns and fongs divine the godhead praisM. 
Who dar'd the pleafureof his king controul* 

Strait o'er him felt my fury's thunder roll : 
" Ev'n thought was wearied hew delight to find. 

To blefs my life, and diffipate my mind : 

O 2 " And 
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" And in this date, with youth, with vigour bleft* 
" Yet what felicities had I to tafte r 

When a falfe woman, whom I fondly lov'd, 

The fancied god a wretched mortal prov'd ! 
" She gave me poifon ; all my pomp I loft: . 
" My guilt alone accompanies my ghoft ! 

" But now in folemn fhew around my urn 
" Withweil-feign'd grief my flattering fubje&s mourn: 
" What tho* all figns of forrow they exprefs, 
" None died lefs lov'd, and none lamented left: 
" My friends, my family already deem 

My memory difgrace, and hate my name : 

Here too already I begin to feel 

Foretafte of vengeance, and the pangs of hell. 9 * 

Mov'd at the fight Ulyfles* fon began, 

Say, 'midit the honours of fo proud a reign ; 

Say, waft thou ever with contentment bleft— 
4 * Or did the Halcyon peace e'er brood within thy breaft ? 

" I knew it not, the haplefs king rejoin'd, 
" Nor ever felt that boafted peace of mind, * 
•« Of which the fages tell : 'twas loft to me, 

On earth if really fuch a thing there be ! 

My heart was ruffled with inceflant cares, 
" Toft midft defires, vain hopes and jealous fears : 
" My paftions dill to agitate I fought, 
<< To kill reflection, and to ftifle thought ! 

But reafon's calms were madnefs to my brain, 

And the leaft interval, an age of pain. 

Such was the peace, the pleafure I enjoy'd : 
" All elfe feem'd folly ; fable all befide.' 9 

Speaking he wept, his narrow foul too mean 
Misfortunes with true courage to fuftain: 

As 
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As abjelt in adverfity, as*late 

Proud and infulting in his profperous Hate. 

Near him fome flaves obtain'd an equal place, 
Murder'd on earth, his obfequies to grace : 
Thefe with their prince to Charon Hermes brings, 
Their fate reverfes, and makes them the kings : 
To them all pow'r o'er Nabopharzan gave, 
On earth their tyrant, and in hell their flave. 
Now they revile " and were not we, they cry, 

Men, like thyfelf — poor fallen deity ! 

How cou'd thy heart fuch impious pride conceive, 

Thyfelf a god, vain mortal, to believe!" 

With taunting feoffs, then others thus began, 
" Well did he judge to lay afide the man ; 
" Void of humanity, he could not claim 
" Ought human— monger and himfelf the fame!" 
Another cries, " alas thy gifts are gone, 

And with thy power thy flatterers are flown ; 

Thou can'ft exert thy cruelties no more— 
*' The flave of Jlaves; thy tyranny is o'er: 
" Tho' heaven awhile delays th' impending blow, 
" Sure falls theflroke, and certain, tho' 'tis flow! 99 

At thefe reproaches, with keen anguifh preft, 
The tyrant, proftrate on his heaving bread, 
Fierce gnafli'd his teeth, and frantic tore his hair, 
And fhew'da thoufand a&s of mad defpair : 

Raife him, ye flaves, indignant Charon cries, 

Let hell behold and vindicate the ikies : 

Let every ghoft be witnefs to his woe,. 

And view the horrors he receives below : 

Abfolving heav'n, which upon earth to reign 

Allow'd a wretch fo worthlefs and prophane. 

41 And 
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" And thou, oh impious Babylonian, know, . 
" Thefe, thefe are but beginnings of thy woe! 
" Prepare before dread Minos to appear, 
•* Great judge of hell— oh tremble and prepare !* 

Speaking, his boat the living hero bore 
Acrofs the lazy lake to Pluto's fhore : 
The thronging fpe&res crouded to the fight, 
A living mortal 'midft the realms of night ! 
But fcarce he lands or ere they fade away, 
Like night's dark fhades before the face of day. 

His brow lefs wrinkled, and lefs fierce his eyes* 
Thus to the hero fmiling Charon cries, 
" Since, favourite mortal, highly lov'd of heav'n, 
" Thefe realms of darknefs to thine eyes are giv*n, 

Where mortals living are denied to tread, 

Purfue thy way ; and thou wilt icon be led 
" To Pluto's throne, great monarch of the dead. 
" He will permit thee all his realms to trice, 
" And view each wonder of this fecret place : 
" Which 'tis nor mine to tell, nor mine to fbew : 
" He will permit thee— favoured mortal, gol" 

He fpoke; with hafte the chief advanc'd along; 
While hovering ghofts on ghofts around him throng: 
# Numerous as fands, befide the roaring main, 
Or falling leaves, that ftrew th' autumnal plain : 
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* Conveniunt animae, quanta* truculcntior Aufter 
Decutit arboribas frondes, aut n obi but imbres 
Colligit, aut frangit flu&us, aut torquct arenas. 

Claiwan Rap. Prof, 1 ii. v. 307. 

Quant 
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And near him as the filent ipe&res preft, 
A dread, divine o'eraw'd his throbbing breaft. 
But when thro' all the drear/ regions paA, 
He came to Pluto's folemn court at laft, 
An awful fear ran Alvering thro' his blood, 
And his knees trembled as aghaft he. ftood : 
Scarce from his lips thefe words diftingnifh'd broke, 
His every accent faulter'd as he {poke. 

" Before thee, dreaded power, a fcppliant bends, 
' *« Who to thy realms to feek his lire descends : 
" Oh fay, does earth the great Ulyffes know, 
" Or wanders he a (hade 'midft (hades below ?" 

# Encircled with the pomp of hell's dread ftate, 
On throne of ebony grim Pluto fete : 
Pale was his meagre vifege and fevere, 
His brow was wrinkled with unceafing care: 
Flafhing keen fire, his hollow eye-balls roll, 
A living man was anguifh to his foul : 
His whole attention Proferpine obtain'd, 
Who fhar'd his throne, and o'er his empire reign'd : 

Quam multa in fylvie aatumni frigore primo 
Lapfa cadant folia ■■ Vi*g. JE&, 6. v. 309. 

* Claudian fpeajring of Plato in his Rapt. Prof. 1. i. v. 80, fays, 
Jp(e nidi fultus folio nigraque vecendus 
Majeftate fedet : f<§»alcot unmania faxb 
Sceptra iitu, fabtime caput laaeiHffima nubes 
Afperat, & dira rigct inclement ia focma. 
Tcrrorem Dolor augebat, tunc talia celfo 
Ore tonat, tremefa&a filent, dicente Tyranno 
At ri a ■ 1 ■ ■ ■ 
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She his relentlefs bofom well cou'd move; 
Such charms has beauty, and fuch force has love I 
* Beneath the throne pale death devouring lay, 
Whetting his fcythe, and planning future prey: 
Around him fly black jealousies and cares, 
And fell defpair who her own body tears : 
Roaring revenge with wounds all cover'd o'er, 
And every wound diftilling ropy gore : 
Hate; pining avarice on herielf who feeds; 
And envy, who at good of others bleeds ; 
If impotent to hurt, (he raves, (he fwells, 
And her own corfe her vengeful fury feels : 
Moon-flruck ambition, that worft peft of kings, 
Whofe madding rage confounds all earthly things : 
Treafon that feeds on blood, yet ne'er can tail© 
Secure, the horrors of fo fad a feaft : 
Impiety, whofe hands the pit prepare, 
Down which herfelf (he plunges in defpair: 

•; This train is plac'd by Virgil, not around the thrpne of Plut», 
but, 

Veftibulum ante ipfum primifqae in faucibus orci, &c. 

Juft in the gate, and in the jaws of hell, 

Revengeful cares and fullen forrows dwell : 

And pale difeafes and repining age, 

Want, fear and famine's unrenfted rage. 

Here toils, and death, and death's half-brother fleep, 

Forms terrible to view, their centry keep : 

With anxious pleafures of a guilty mind, 

Deep frauds before, and open force behind. 

Dxyd. vi. /En. v. 3S3. 
See Spenfer's Fairy Queen, B. i. C. vii. f, 21, where there is a 
. flioft noble description of this infernal crew. 

Dire 
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Dire fpe&res, hideous ghofts and phantoms dread, 
To fright the living, who aflume the dead: 
Dreams of diftrefs, and watchings as fcvere, 
And every woe and every pain was here. 
In dreadful mew the monfters prefs along. 
The throne encircle, and the palace throng. 
When thus the monarch fpoke ; while all around 
Hell's hollow deep return'd the thund'ring found : 
-«« Young mortal, fate has fore'd thee to prophane 
Thefe facred regions where the dead remain : 
Follow thy fate : but whether earth or hell 
" Contains thy father— Pluto will not tell : 
Since upon earth a king, be firft furvey'd 
That part of Tartarus where kings are laid, 
Whofe crimes incur the punifhment they mare : 
And next th' Elyfian fields demand thy care, 
'• Where pious princes due rewards receive: 
'* Trace thefe : fly hence: and ftrait my confines leave." 

Forthwith the hero, with an anxious hafle, 
Thro' thofe vail, void, and boundlefs fpaces pad : 
Impatient from the tyrant to remove, 
Below fo dreaded, and fo fear'd above : 
Impatient from his mind his doubts to drive, 
And know, if yet his father were alive. 

Soon to the banks of Tartarus he came, 
Where rofe black fmoke from dreams of living flame : 
Whofe ftench to earth, if haply reaching, brings 
Immediate death to all terreftrial things : 
With hideous noife the fiery ftreams defcend, 
And the fhmn'd ear with loud confuiion rend, 
As the red cataracts thunder down the deep, 
And flaming fall amidft th' unbottom'd deep. 

P Undaunted 
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Undaunted through the gulph Uiyffes' forty 
Encourag'd by Minerva, haflens on : 
* At firft a crowd of wretches rofe to view, 
Who, poor 'midft wealth, on earth no pleasures knew£ 
But rapine, fraud and cruelty emplov'd 
To gain that Mammon which they ne'er enjoy'd ; 
On earth their conftant thought, their conitant care* 
And their eternal condemnation here ! 

f Numbers of hypocrites, in thefe abodes, 
The curfe of mortals, and the hate of gods, 
He faw — religion's fpecious garb who wore, 
To cloak their crimes, and gild their vices o'er: 
To god-born virtue who the lye had giv'n, 
And not abus'd mankind alone, but heav'n : 
Thefe 'midft the damn'd fevereft fufferings find* 
As the moft mean, and abject of mankind : 

* Hie quibus invifi fotres, dum vita manebat, 
Pulfatufve parens, aut fr aus innexa clienti : 
A tit qui divitiis foli incubuere repertis, 

' Nee partem pofuere fuis, que maxima turba eft. 
Quique ob adulterium caHi, quique arma fecutt 
Jmpianec veriti dominorum fallere dextras, 
Inclufi poenam exfpeflant JEin. 1. 6. 6"o8> 

*f* For neither man nor angel can difcern 
Hypocrify, the only evil that walks 
Invifible, except to God alone j 
By his permiflive will, thro* heav'n and earth : 
And oft though wifdom wakes, fufpicion fleepj 
At wisdom's gate, and to fimplieity 
Refigns her charge, while goodnefs thinks no ill 
Where no ill feems ■ Milton, B. 3. 68*. 

Children, 
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Children, whofe impious hands their parents flew, 

Wives whofe fell hate the blood of hufbands drew : 

* Traitors, who perjury's black guilt defpis'd, 

And folemnly their country facrific'd : 

All as lefs guilty, lefs feverely feel 

The torturing horrors of avenging hell ! 

And juft the fentence, righteous the decrees, 

By the infernal judges paft on the&; 

Since to be wicked not enough they deem, 

Unlike the wicked, they would virtuous feem s 

And while deceiving in fair virtue's ihew, 

They Tender virtue's (elf ikfpe&ed too. 

On thefe the gods, whofe pow'r they mocking fcorn'd, - 

The fulleft vials of their wrath return 'd 1 

Near thefe another fort of mortals lie, 
Whofe crimes are venial in the vulgar eye ; 
Whom yet the gods with mercy never view* 
But with inexorable wrath purfue. 
Thefe are th' ungrateful, liars, flattery's throng, 
For vice who dar'd to proftitute their tongue ; 
Malicious cenfurers, who joy to fpread 
O'er virtue's living light a baleful fhade : 
And all who, ur g'd by inconfiderate hafte, 
Rafhly on things pernicious fen te nee pafl ; 
And thence the fons of fpotlefs merit ftain'd. 
And the fair fame of innocence profan'd 1 

$ut no ingratitude was punifh'd here, 
With wrath more hot, and vengeance more fevere* 

# Vendidit hie auro patriam, dominumque potentem, 
&»pofuitj fixit leges, pretio atque rcfixit. 

JEs. 6. 62T. 
P % Than 
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Than that againft the rulers of the ikies 
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What, fhall a man— -the righteous Minos cries, 
A very monfter 'midll mankind be held, 
Who to his friend in gratitude has fail'd ; 
Whofe great eft favours are but light to thofe 
The bounteous hand of providence beftows : 
And unchaftiz'd (hall thankleis men defy 
" The pow'r and righteous juftice of the iky; 
" When life, health, all things from its goodnefs flow, 
" And lefs their parents, than the gods they owe ? 
" The more on earth they triumph, more fevere 
"Is the fure vengeance which awaits them here : 
" Their guilt mull wrath unutterable prove, 
" And greatly vindicate the powers above." 

As in full ftate Telemachus furvey'd 
The three impartial judges of the dead; 
While they gave fentence on a wretch diftreft, 
To know his crimes the hero made requeft: 
Quick for himfelf the criminal began, 
'< Behold a guiltlefs, unoffending man ! 
Who yet no evil knew, no crimes purfu'd, 
Whofe greateft blifs was plac'd in doing good : 
My deeds were generous, and from guilt fecure, 
J lift all my dealings, and my confcience pure ; 
No charge my fpotle/s innocence can fear \ 
Why thus arraign'd, then guiltlefs, Hand I here ?** 

Nothing, O man, dread Minos cries, we find, 
Deficient in thy duty, toward mankind ! 
" Fool not to know, that lefs to man He ow'd, 
" Than to each blefling> but neglefted, God ! 
" Knew'ft thou not all the virtue that was thine 
" Flow'd down a prefent from the pow'rs divine ? 

« Why 
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«' Why then from man fo fcdalous to claim, 

From man« — vain nothing, felf-approvirig fame? 
And in thyfelf, ah I why (o mad to place, 
" All as thy own, each heav'n-defcended grace ? 
Mocking the righteous rulers of the Iky, 
Thyfelf, vain man, thy own divinity ! 
'« They, whofe are all things, and who all things know, 
Cannot be cheated, or their right forego : * 

Since heav'n forgetting, thou'rt forgot of heav'n, 
And to thy darling felf for ever giv'n ! 
For never real can that virtue prove, 
" Which is not founded in celeflial love! 

" Blind or to good or evil roams the throng, 
" Vain in themfelves who center right and wrong ; 
" And vice and virtue with indifference blend, 
" Of each the teft their interefts, and the end ! 
" Here, blazing bright, upon their follies flows 
" The light divine, and all their errors fhows: 
" Which oft condemns what they too vainly prize. 
" And, what they madly cenfure, juftines." 

Struck with thefe founds, fo folemn and fevere, 
No more the wretch his late lov'd felf cou'd bear : 
With fond complacency he views no more 
His every virtue, fo admir'd before ! 
Wild thro' his breaft defpair tormenting flies, 
And his own heart is anguifh to his eyes, 
Th' avenger, as before, the fcorner of the flcies. 
Now he beholds the folly of that fame, 
With whole intent he Grove from man to claim. 
Chang'd, wholly chang'd, his confcience loud upbraids, 
And on his mind remorfe and anguifh feeds : 

Con- 
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Condemning rife his virtues to his view. 
And fhame leads on the late delufive crew, 
Ev'n the fell furies leave the wretch alone. 
And deem their pangs inferior to his own I 
Since from his hated felf he ne'er can run. 
The fearch of others he attempts to ihun : 
And hides him in fequefter'd gloomy (hades ; 
Lut piercing light the thickeft gloom invades : 
Bright truth revengeful, with her piercing rays* 
Glows on his guilt, and all his heart difplays. 
Whate'er he lov'd, with torturing pain he views* 
As the dire fource of his eternal woes. 
' Fool that I am, upbraiding oft he cried* 
8 My wifdom folly, and my virtue pride : 

* Nor men, nor gods, nor ev'n my felf I knew* 
' Ignorant of all things, as of all things true ! 
' Fruitlefs I pac'd o'er error's mazy road, 
' And mifs'd the pathway to fubftantial good : 
' My felf my idol — ? 'twas preemption all— 

* * Juft are the gods and merited my fall ! " 

f At length thofe monarchs in this dread abode 
View'd the young chief, and trembled as he view'd* 
Who for abufe of pow'r in upper air, 
Repent in pangs, and groan in tortures here : 
Fierce on one hand a vengeful fury yell'd, 
And to their eyes a magic mirror held ; 
Where in their full deformity was feen 
Of all their vices the long loathfome train : 

* Difcite Juftitiam moniti, ct non tcmncrc Divos. 

f See Spenfer's Fairy Qui en, £. i. c. v, S. 46, ice. 
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There faw they — there, unwilling, forc'd to fee 
The fulfome form of that proud vanity, 
Which late exalting fwell'd each haughty breafl* 
And gave to grofleft flattery its zefl. 
There, in the tell-truth mirror they efpied 
Their floth, their mifplac'd jealoufy and pride $ 
Their difregard to virtue's golden lore, 
Their pageant pomp, which made their people poors 
Their dread the voice of honeft truth to hear, 
For fools their love, for flatterers their care : 
Their dire hard-hear tednefs to men, alone 
When born for men, or born to mount a throne* 
Their toils to gratify each meaner fenfe, 
To nobler deeds their female indolence : 
Their mad ambition falfe renown to gain 
Thro' feas of blood, and hills of fubjecls flain : 
And all their cruelties, which con ft ant roll 
In fearch of joys to lull the wounded foul, 
And drown the calls of confeience, 'midft the cries 
Of weeping wretches, and of fufFerers fighs. 
Here, as themfelves inceffant they furvey'd, 
How monflrous was the fight, the fcene how dread ! 
Not fo deform'd the dire chimsera's view, 
Or the fell Hydra which Alcides flew ; 
Nor Cerberus himfelf, tho' ropy gore 
His wide three-gaping throats difgorging pour, 
Poifonous and black, and capable to bring 
All hell's inhabitants to glut his king. 
On t'other fide a fecond fury flood, 
From whom, infulting, thofe encomiums flow'd, 
Which while alive their flatterer's beftow'd. 
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She plac'd another mirror to their eyes, 
Where, as by flattery feign'd, their forms arife : 
Contrails fo dread they tremble to abide, 
And curfe their own mad vanity and pride. 

Thofe kings on earth with fulleft praifes crown 'd, 
Were here moll wanting and mod wicked found: 
And juftly fo: -for tyranny's bold brood 
Lives far more dreaded than the juft and good : 
And (hamelefs from the flatterers of their times 
Drag loud harangues, and truth-di {honouring rhymes ; 
Thro' the dire darknefs, where no ray was feen, 
Save but to (hew the fierce infulting train, 
Their groans rife dreadful, and their tortures found, 
And anguifh echoes thro' the vaft profound. 
And as on earth with human lives they play'd, 
And for themfelves pretended all things made ; 
Now their own Haves their tyrants do they fee, 
Nor entertain one hope of being free : 
Fierce from the Haves each lalh vindictive flows, 
Groaning they lie, and fruitlefs wou'd oppofe. 
So the refouoding anvils ftill receive 
Each blow the cyclops' ponderous hammers give, 
To work when haften'd by their limping fire ; 
Each furnace glows, and iEtna feems on fire. 

Here many a wretch Telemachus furveyM, 
With lowering looks, pale, hideous, and difmay'd ; 
Whofe outward horrors from their inward fprings, 
From confcience, and the foul's corrofive flings : 
Themfelves, themfelves in vain they fought to fly, 
The more they fhun, the torture feems more nigh : 
Nor for their crimes a punifhment more dread, 
Than their own crimes, felf-torturing do they need ; 

Before 
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Before their eyes in fulleft pomp they glare, 

And in each aggravating form appear :• 

Not lefs terrific to the troubled fight 

Stalk horrid fpe&res thro' the gloom of night. 

The vengeful throng the frighted mifcreants fly, 

And long, to fhun their pow'r, again to die— • 

Fate bids them fuffer and the gods deny.* 

How. oft in vain they wiih'd, amidil defpair, 
Annihilation's dreadful boon to fhare ! 
How oft they calPd upon the deafen'd tide, 
From truth in its abyfs their guilt to hide j 
From truth whofe luftre, dazzling all their views, 
Avenging fhines, and beaming bright purfues : 
Referv'd for everlafting wrath they lie, 
Which drop by drop diftils, and never will be dry ! 
That truth they fear'd, their punifhment is made, 
And, long unfeen, becomes their peft, furvey'd ! 
Like Jove's blue lightnings blazing thro' the iky* 
Which pafs the outward parts regardlefs by, 
And to a nobler prey direct their road, 
To the warm bowels, and to life's abode. 

As metals in the fumace'-flames decay, 
And unconfum'd, diffolving melt away: 
So melt- their fouls in this avenging flame, 
Deflroy'd its texture, yet each fenfe the fame. 
Torn from themfelves perpetual terrors reign, 
Nor eafe, nor comfort can they ever gain : 
Mad rage, and wild defpair, and home-bred ftrife, 
Serve only to fupport their wretched life. 

* Quam vellent, Jfec 

Fas ob.lat, &c. JEn. 1. <5. 

Q * Amidft 



U4 POEMS. 

Amidft thefe fights, which chill'd the herb's blood, 
And every hair erelted, as he view'd, 
Various of Lydia's kings he faw, who prove 
Pangs for the luxury they indulged above : 
Who, deaf to glory, and the trump of fame, 
And all thofe godlike labours empires claim, 
Deaf to their people's good, and country's blifs, 
Lay drown'd in joy, and heart-enfeebling eafe : 
And on fmooth pleafure'3 lazy couch reclin'd, 
Lull'd in foft indolence the nobler mind. 

From every mouth reproaches loudly flew, 
And each at other taunts upbraiding threw : 
The tortured fire thus thunder'd to his fon, 
" Did I not warn thee, ere I left the throne; 
" Did I not warn thee, when the grave in view* 
" Full in my face my crimes upbraiding flew; 
" From all my errors, and my ills to run, 
," My tyranny and cruelties tofhun?" 

" Ah let me curfe, the wretched fon replied t 
" Thy cruelty, luft, arrogance and pride : 
" My ruin from thy dire example date, 
" Thy crimes my doom, thy tyranny my fate 1 
" I faw thee in enervate pleafures drown'd, ' 
" And with bafe fycophants encompafs'd round: 
$t Hence fond of pleafure like thyfelf I grew, 
" And hence, like thee, encourag'd flattery's crew; 
" Caught by their lures, and fwelling in my mind, 
" I look'd with low contempt on all mankind: 
" Beneath me all mere beads of burthen deem'd» 
" No more, than ferving to our ufe, efteem'd. 
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Such the bafe tenets thy example taught, -\ 

By whofe fuperior influence madly caught, v 



€€ 
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*« Tothis diftrefs thy tortur'd fon is brought !" 

Reproaching thus, alternate they went on, 
The fon his fire, the fire curft his Ton ; 
And now with phrenzy mad for fight prepare. 
Howl, rend, and groan like furiep in defpair. 

Hovering around thefe wretched monarch's fight, 
Like boding fcreech-owls in the gloom of night ; 
Throng dread fufpicions, diffidences vain, 
And falfe alarms, the peft of each inhuman reign ! 
Infatiate thirft of gold's deftru&ive good, 
Falfe glory, wading thro' a fea of blood : 
And vile effeminacy, which deftroys 
All folid pleafures, and fubftantial joys ! 

Nor punilh'd were thofe impious kings alone, 
For all the evils they themfelves had done ; 
Omiffions too of good were cenfur'd here, 
As crimes deferving wrath no lefs fevere : 
The feveral vices in their realms that reign'd, 
Which from the fleeping laws protection gain'd, 
Were all imputed to the fceptred throng, 
From whom neglect, and want of fan&ion fprung. 

But above all, thofe kings blood- thirfty found 
Rigour moft dire, and horror moll profound ; 
Who o'er their people, with a fhepherd's pain, 
Nor watch'd, nor careful fed the fubject train : 
But like rapacious Wolves their flocks deflroy'd, 
And the wide ruin of their folds enjoy'd ! 

But that which troubled moil the Hero's thought. 
And moft companion in his bofom wrought, 

Q.1 Was 
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Was to behold in this abyfs confin'd 
A number deem'd good kings among mankind ; 
But now condemned to Tartarus and pain, 
For fuffering o'er them wicked Men to reign : 
Here all thofe crimes their Minifters had done, 
Were charg'd and punifh'd as the princes' own* 
Moil of this wretched fubjeft-ridden train. 
To vice or virtue had indifferent been ; 
Great was their weaknefs : never did they dread 
Their lives in ignorance of the truth to lead ; 
Nor ever relifti for true virtue fhew'd, 
Or plac'd their happinefs in doing good ! 



O&ob. 1750. 



TO 



POEMS. 1 17 

TO MR. J. , ON THE REPORT OF 

MISS 's MARRIAGE, 

■ Ah mifer 
^Quanta laboras in eharybdi— 

Digne puer meliori flamma. Ho*. 

WHEN firft the foul has caught the gentle fire, 
And the breafl glows with Love and warm deiire: 
How hard the. talk, what labours mull we prove, 
To tell our own, and win the fair one's love ! 
What doubts, what fears, difdain and anguifh try, 
How falfely flatter, and how really figh ! 

But now fuppofe the gentle charmer views 
Our pains relenting, and relieves our woes ; 
* With mutual flame foft burns her pitying bread, 
And each of mutual paflion feems pofleft. 
Then the warm youth wou'd foar to higher joy ; 
Pleads his fond flame, and claims the nuptial tye: 
In vain he pleads — the wayward virgin flghs, 
And what fhe fondly wifhes, coy denies ; 
By fome fell chance the haplefs lovers part, 
Tear foul from foul, and ravifh heart from heart : 
Then Cupid frowns, dread abfence gloomy reigns, 
O'er their fad fouls diftilling jealous pains : 
Cenfure's at hand; another lover's near— — 
-—Ah ceafe; Almonzo's torment all is there t 
Too cruel fair— -ah ! why thus caufe his woe, 
Stop the rafh vow— his tender flame you know : 
Falfe to his love, why blefs another's arms ? 
Like him none doat on, or deferve your charms. 

" Too 
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" Too late advis'd," the penfive lover. faid, 
As mournful on his Witham's banks he ftray'd, 
Defpair his looks, the profpeft (poke defpair ; 
Fens, fands, and feas ! fad emblems of his care ! 
" Yes, Emma,* yes,— by that dear pleafing name, 
" (Oh falfely yours, for fix'd was Emma's flame) 
" By that I fwear, had you like her been true, 
" With joy Pd liv'd a banifh'd man for you : 
" Flown each gay pleafure, every joy denied, 
" Firm to my fair, and conftant at her fide. 
" Thus then is all my tender flame repay'd, 
" Oh art thou, art thou, too hard-hearted maid; — 
And art thou loll for ever to my arms, 
Gone, ever gone ; Amyntas has thy charms ! 
Aid me, defpair, here every pafGon move, 
To wreak revenge on difappointed love : 
" Vain thought! fhe fmiles infulting o'er my pain, 
And in my rival's arms exults,— my vengeance vain ! 
Oh Emma, think, and when that thought fhall rife 
Can you fecurely tafte your fancied joys f 
Think of thofe fcenes where oft we fondly flray'd, 
While tales of love the ling'ring fun delay'd : 
Think of thofe flow'ry meads, and filent groves, 
Where oft, fo oft we whifper'd out our loves : 
Where oft we heard the feather'd fongftcr's lay, 
Our lives as fweet, and we as bleft as they. 
" Nor cou'd bleak winter's froft, or envious fnow, 
** Cool our warm breafh— 'twas ever fpring with you ; 

* The lady always wrote under the name «f Emma. See Priori 
Nut-brown Maid. 

" Your 
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«' Your tender form defy'd the nipping blaft,— 

«* Kind thought— did you with me too fummer tafte ! 

" But what are groves or meads, or fnow or froft ? 

** Theie are forgot, and you are ever loft. 
" Bleft with content, to rural eafe inclin'd, 

" For thee I rous'd, for thee the crowd I join'd ; 

" Pleas'd, every tempeft, every ftorm to prove, 

<c To crown my labours, and to win my love: 

«* To blefs my fair, and round her feet to throw, 
The hard-earn'd produce of my profperous woe. 
To make thee fharer of my happier fat?, 
I wifh'd alone and ftruggled to be great : 

€t But what avails it — that fuccefs was mine, 
That rich with plenty all my vallies fhine : 
That o'er my hills, my flocks in thouiands ftray, 
Ah ! what are thefe— when Emma is away ? 
Plenty and flocks, with tranfport Pd refign, 
Too late— * had lovely Emma been but mine ! 

What is my crime ? I never finn'd in thought, 
Love, too much love, falfe fair, is all my fault* 
For this, negle&ed forrowing and alone, 
Fruitlefs I figh, and unregarded moan. 

*' Emblem of me on that lone rock confin'd, 

" Behold yon guiltlefs Tailor left behind ; 

" With tortur'd ken the gallant fhip he fees 

" Plough the calm main, and triumph in the breeze ; 

" The crew exulting towards their haven hie> 

" While he is left alone, to pine, defpair and die." 

Thus, to the wind the fad Almonzo raves, 

And tells his anguilh to unheeding waves : 

When bleak defpair's drear manfion (truck his view, . 

Where wild with woe, the wretched lover flew. 

'Midft 
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'Midft bogs and lakes expos'd the ruin flood, 
The winds howl'd round, the atmofphere a cloud j- 
Acrofs a black deep lake a plank was laid, 
The only entrance to the gloomy fhade ; 
Females in crowds , who fruitlefs long had figh'd 
For wedlock's bonds, and joys thofe bonds fupplied*. 
Wrinkled with care, with frowns and crofles bleak,. 
In this drear dome their laft fad refpite feek ; 
The queen with tranfport views the ghaftly train, 
Grins horrid fmiles, and triumphs 'midft felf-pain ; 
Arms with foul fpight, ill-nature, and defpair, 
And leagues thefe fubjecls 'gainft her foes, the £au\ 

Amaz'd and mufing at the dreary fcene, 
Almonzo flood, and reafon caught the rein : 
' Emma was fair, and fraught with every grace — & 
< Grows not an Emma in fome happier place? 

* Then, fuch a pleafing fympathy of mind : — . 

* Yet ftill fome fair may prove as fondly kind. 
' Emma alone feem'd form'd to blefs my flame; — 
' But, when inconftant Emma's not the fame. 

* Then, nymph, adieu ; and tho' my foul muft own,. 
' Of all I cou'd have lov'd but thee alone ; 
' Cupid will aid, and foon that god will find, 
' If not one fair as thee, more conftant one and kind." 

Quick from defpair Almonzo fmiling flies, 
Forgets his anguifh, and difpels his fighs ; 
The mining belles explores, who round him move, 
Catches a happier flame, and burns anew with love I 
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ODES OF P I N D A R. # 

TRANSLATED FROM THE CREEK. 
THE FOURTH OLYMPIC ODE. 

Strophe I. 

GREAT Jove, whofe thunder thro' the fei«$ 
With force and fpeed unwearied flies :— 
—For 'tis to Jove the hours belong. 

Which roll around the mighty days, 
Thefe days that claim the {bunding fong> 

Sacred to Pfaumis' deathlefs praife : 
Immortal are the hero's deeds ; 
And when a friend's brave toil Jucceeds, 
The tale great fouls with joy receive, • 
And due encomiums gladly give— 

Thou then, great Saturn's greater fon. 
On iEtna who haft fix'd thy throne ; 
Where, hundred-headed Typhon preft, 
Groans, the hot mountain on his breafi ; 
The choral hymns, whofe varied lays 
Sing the olympic victor's praife. 
And give to virtue, nobly bright, 
Eternal luftre, life and light ; 
Aufpicious hear, for Pfaumis' fake ; 
They want not Grace, — his fame they fpcak. 

• Thcffi odfj are not tranflated by Mr. Wc.1. 
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Antistrophi I, 

Lo ! in his pur they crofs the plains. 
Where, crown'd with olive, he obtains 

Oh Camarina, for thy date 
Immortal honours, deathlefs fame ! 

Still, dill, propitious, kindly fate, 
In all be his fuccefs the fame ! 
For well I know him wife and good, 
Sicill'd to train up the courfer's brood ; 
Nor does of friends a narrow round 
His hoipitable kindnefs bound ; 
Wide his benevolence extends, 
And all mankind are ftyPd his friends : 
And where, of all the patriot train, 
His country's glory's to maintain, 
Where will another chief appear, 
With heart fo warm, and foul fo clear ? 
—Truth fpeaks ; the mufe's facred verfc 
Difdains falfe praiies to rehearfe ; 
Experience proves the truth (he rings, 
At once the ted of men and things. 

E P O O E. 

By this the taunts of Lemnos' haughty dames 
The warlike fon of Clymenus difprov'd ; 

Who, when contending at the glorious games, 
Swift to the goal before his peers he mov'd, 
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Panting, as he claim'd the crown, 

To Thoas* daughter thus begun : 
" Behold the man whofe untried fpeed you fcorn'd, 
" Till by that fpeed victorious he return'd : 
" And know, this hand can equal deeds perform, 
" And know, with equal fire this heart is warm : 
" Grey hairs may oft the youthful head beftrew, 
" But grace they add, and wifdom to the brow." * 

* See the fcholiaft on the place. 
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THE SIXTH OLYMPIC ODE. 

f 

Strophe I. 

WHOSE ample foul a glorious fabric rears, 
Firft to the gorgeous front directs his care: 
Nor art, nor cod, nor gold, not fculpture fpares, 
To give the portico the nobleft air: 
That thence the eye enlarg'd* his fpkndid dome 
May raptur'd with ideal wonder roam. 
So, mufe, preparing deathlefs fongs to found 

On themes, which well thofe deathlefs fongs may claim* 
With grandeft grace be our beginning crow^i'd, 
Be from the firft bright fpark conceiv'd the flame t 
Were there a man whoie happy lot beftow'd 
In rich Sicilia's plains- a fair abode; 
Who (hone at glorious Piia doubly bled* 
Th' Olympic vi&or, and the thunderer's prieft : 
Untouched by envy's hate or dander's tongue, 
How juft were fame like his, how form'd Aich fame for 
fong! 

Antistrophe I. 

Such fame, great fon of Softratus, is thine, 

And lo, jny mufe, that hero is thy theme:.— 
Virtue unexercifed can never Ihine, 

It tempts no dangers, and (hall find no fame : 
Bat who, like thee, Agefras, dare be great, 
Shall (hare thy glory, and enjoy thy fate ! 
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Of right to thee that eulogy belongs, 

Which brave Adraftus to the prophet gave 

Whom Jove belov'd ; and, to preferve from wrongs, 
Commanded earth wide-gaping to receive z 

His friend's lov'd corfe Adraftus fought in vain 

At Thebes' feven-fold funeral to obtain ; 

And therefore thus with praife embalm 'd the dead; 

<* Where is my light, my guide, my glory fled ? 

" Alas, my faldiers, how our lots I moan, 

*• The wifeft prophet dead, the braveft warrior gone!" 



E V O D E I. 

Such, mighty hero of my lays, 
Such are thy gifts, and fuch thy praife J 
I fcorn the forms of mean difpute, 
I fcorn to cavil and confute : 
All end of ftrife this oath fhall bring, 
Dread witness to the truths I fing ; 
I fwear thefe gifts of right to thee belong, 
And every mufe permits the oath, and all confirm the 
fong. 

S T R O P H E II. 

Come then, my foul, bright charioteer, 
The mules, victorious to the car 
Join quick, that while we croft the plain, 
Our labour's fummit we may gain : 
And all triumphant mount the place, 
Where mine the hero's god- born race: 
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But (till he fpoke, and told in vain 
What none had heard of, none had feen, 

£ r o d e III. 

For Apollo five times his bright journey renewM 
While the babe lay conceal 'd on a violet bed; 
Where each fweeteft flower's choice fragrance bedew'4 
His tender limbs nightly in open air lay'd. 
But when manhood, gaily blooming, 
Spread his rofcat cheeks with down ; 
On his birth divine prefuming, 

He to Alpheus' ftream hades down : 
There, midft the filence of the night. 
To Neptune, and the god of light ; 

Their fon imploring bow'd ; 
u Oh dignify, my fires, your race, 
tl Be worthy of my birth fome grace, 
44 Some glorious boon beftow'dl" 

S T R O ? H E IV. 

Scarce thus the god-born fuppliant fighs* 

Or ere his father's voice replies : 

— " Arife my fon, and let us trace 

" That great, that glory-doftin'd place, 

" Where future triumphs Greece fhall ihare ; 

44 Arife my fon— and haften there," 



Speaking he led to Chronion's cloud-capt brow, ] 

And there with light divine illum'd his foul : 
A two-fold power dark fate's decrees to view 
He gave: and inftant thro' his bofom roll, 

Enthuiiaftic 
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Enthufiailic fires ! the prophet glow'd, 
And myflic truths declare the prefent god ! 
But when in future days Alcides came, 

Dread-doing hero, and ordain'd to Jove, 
In wide Olympia's plains, the feftal game, 
WUh, rites befpeaking gratitude and love: 
The favor'd feer riven (bund his .gifts complete* 
From entrails, and the hallow'd fire 
He r$ad the book of fa£e ! 

Antistro?hp IV. 

# 

So will'd the god : and thus thro' Greece 

Of Jamus, the happy race 

For rare felicity were fung ; 

Honour rewards fair virtues throng : 

Who tread hfcr paths, bright glory's fane 

Shall reach : his actions prove the man ! 
Pale envy's poifon taints each noble, (feed : 

Lo; not even they the vile enchantrefs ihun 
On whom true glory's foft'ring dews are fhed, 

In great Olympia's courfe the conteft won ! 
'Tis fo : thy mother's ancestors beftow.'d 
Due rites, Ageiias, on the herald god ; 
Beneath Cyllene's hQary brpvv. Well pleasM, 

Hermes beheld their, wjarm religious zeal : . 
Hermes of contefts holy umpire, made, 

The kindly guardian of Arcadia's weal : 
And grateful by his, fire, the thundej-er's aid, . 
Thee with fo perfeft happiaefs repaid] 
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I catch the bright flame, and am warm'd with the fbng ! 

Thy praifes infpire mcto chant forth my own : 
From Thebes, from Metopa, from great Ladon fprung, 
I boaft my defccnt, and I claim my renown 2 
There, thrice-happy bard, reclining, 

Themes divine engage my lays : 
Heroes brows immortal binding 

With gay wreaths of blooming praife. 
Haftc then, and roufe the choral throng, 
JEnesLS 9 hafte— — and be the fbng, 

With Juno's name begun ! 
And let who hear my lays confefs, 
That his Boeotia's old difgrace 
Great Pindar's numbers fhun I 

Strophe V, 

Thou art a man the mufes love, 

And in their councils hold'ft the higheft place : 
Declaring thence what they approve, 

Thou fhed'ft on favor'd bards their choiceft grace : 
Turn then— -remind the grateful mufe 
To fing of beauteous Syracufe, 
To fpeak renown'd Ortygia's praife, 
Where Hiero the fceptre fways ; 
The rock of juftice bears his throne, 
Religion's jewels grace his crown ; . 
Behold what glorious ftruftures rife, 
For that dread power, who rules the flues, 

For 
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For Ceres and her daughter's fake, 
Behold— for him and let thofe ffcru&ures (peak ! 

Antistrophe V. 

Already the exulting lyre 

The hero's glorious praifes has enjoy'd : 
Still vibrates every fweet-tun'd wire, 

For each his name has known, his fame employ M : 
Oh may no future times decreafe 
The round of his confunuriate blifs ! 
May he with wonted favour view > 
The hymn to brave Agefias due ; 
Who from maternal climes removes 
Arcadia's meads, and peaceful groves ; 
. In Sicily's blefl realms to trace 
His father's, and a nobler race. 
'Tis well, when nightly tempers roar, 
The lhip with double anchors to fecure. 

Epode the last. 

May heav'n's wide favour to each realm encreafe 
Their chofen lot of happinefs and peace : 
And oh dread ruler of the boundlefs fea, 
Whofe voice the tempeft hears, the waves obey ? 
Thro' life's rough waves Agefias fafely fteer, 
From ftorms protected, and from quick-fan ds clear : 
With winds propitious fwell his happy fails ! 
And as my fongs fame's ocean crofs, 
Croud glory's favouring gales ! 

S t THS 
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THESEVENTH PYTHIAN ODE. 

StrophA I. 

SO nobly whence deduce the fong, 
Sacred to Megaclcs' renown, 
. A chief from great Alcmason fprung, 
As from Minerva's mighty town? 
Since where a family fo great, 
• Thro' Grecia's realms is found; 
And where fo truly fam'd a ftate, 
Thro' earth's capacious round f 

AllTISTROrtiE I. 

Athens, thy fame to all is known. 

Thy ions by all are prais'd, 
Who, Phoebus, by mad foes o'erthrowa* 

Thy hallow'd temple rais'd : 
And, Megacles, to found thy fame, 

Thofe conquefts urge me on, 
By thee, at every glorious game, 

And thy forefathers won. 

E P O D E 

Even five Corinthian palms obtain'd. 
And one at great Olympus gain'd ; 



At 
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At facred Delphi two : 
Your late fuccefs I gladly hail, 
* Yet mourn that envy fhould prevail, 

O'er- fame and men like you. 
Yet truft, your blifs is more fecure, 
Your fortune's column Hands more fure, 

Round which fome winds have blown, 
Than that to heaven its head which rears, 
And tempefts unmolefting dares, 

Which blow 1 -—and 'tis o'erthrown ! 

* The original is— t» *' etxtvftt * 

ta x&Ka ifya — where th< fcholiaft obfervti 
— toftrf wf tvrvxn&ttoy rn tm* X.*W **w/ufen frs Jw rw Ivirox^arnr' 
who, as he adds, died about this time, and was a relation of A ge- 
nu. Sedorius, in his tranflation, follows this explanation of the 
fcholiaft, 

Unum ill ad doleo, poft tot adoreas, 

Te laefum Hippocratis morte domeftica* 
So that in the original, envy muft bt understood al a per r onage, 
who had power to throw in a change, and deftroy the felicity of 
great actions : the poetconfoles him upon this, with a piece of mora- 
lity ; alluring him, that the happineft is the moft firm, and moft flou- 
rishing, (xovifxtf £ Ba\\our*v, which is mix'd with fome viciflitudes of 
fortune, which brings t* £ va, good and bad — rottrr wn$i *jj to >w <x*{ 
•/*"P*» (ays the fcholiaft. — 

T«» irt£i (aut i<ptX>:ai, hht VxyaQorrt, juutnto, 
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THE NINTH PYTHIAN ODE. 

6 T RO F H E I. 

GLOWING bright with ftiield of brafs, 
Victorious in the Pythian race ; 
Great Teleficrates his praife, 
My foul delights to. found in nobleft lays. 
Ye Graces aid your poet's fong, 
And boldly bear the ftrain along. 
Spread, fpread-the blifs, the glory wide, 
Of brave Cyrene's garland and her pride. 
From Pelion's mount where winds perpetual roar, 
Bright-hair'd Apollo fair Cyrene bore 
To thofe bleft realms, where flocks in thoufands ftray, 

And fulleft plenty crowns the fmiling plain : 
In golden car he bore the nymph away, 

And gave her o'er the world's third part to reign. 

Antistrophe I. 

Bright Venus, goddefs of the fair, 

Who holds her courts and revels there; 

Smiling receiv'd her Delian gueft, 
And breath'd foft love thro' each enamour'd bread. 

While modefry, fweet blufhing, fpread 

The happy loverexpeding bed ; 

Where glad Apollo's glowing arms 
Might clafp Hypfaeus' blooming daughter's charms. 
From Ocean's monarch was Hypfaeus fprung, 
King of the Lapithas, a warlike throng : 

Peneus, 
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Pcneus the God's, Hypfaeus Peneus' fon, 

Who dalliance with fair Creufa held 
In. Pindus* vale, where he the virgin won, 

And with Gyrene's god-like father fill'd, 

£ p o d e I. 

That father, with induftrious care, 
Each female virtue taught the fair : 
But fhe — a nobler talk approving, • < 

Scorn'd the loom's enervate toys : 
Far from female trains removing, 

Talking banquets, lazy joys : 
With the bow, the quiver arming, 

To the field triumphant flew; 
Where the favage race alarming, 

Thefe her darts unerring flew : 
O'er the hills Aurora rifing, 

E'er equipp'd the maid beheld i 
Sleep's emollient blifs defpifing, 

Early haft'ning to die field : 
No hoftile beafts her father's realms annoy'd, 
She clear'd each foreft, and each foe deftroy'd, 

5 T fc O P H B II. 

Once, without help of dart or fpear, 
Maintaining an unequal war ; 
Phoebus on Pelion's top furvey'd 
Engag'd with lion fierce the lovely maid! 

Strait Chiron, calPd he, from his cave, 

Phyllirides, thy bower leave; 

Forth, 
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Forth, forth 9 dread Centaur from thy bower, 
To view the triumph* of .a female power. 
View with what courage (he maintains thejight, 
While her great fpririt foara beyond her might ; 
She knows not fear : ——relate her happy fire, 

What root its birth to branch 6k glorious gave ? 
What mortal to the honour may afpire, 

Of daughter fo undaunted, fair, and brave? 

Antjstrophe II* 

On the virgin, Chiron, fay, 

May we foft compuliion lay ; 

Gently force her to our arms, 
And crop her virgin flower, and full-blown charms? 

Soften'd to fmiles his features gcaire, 

This anfwer fober Chiron gave ; 

Who love's purer flames would fhare, 
By fweet perfuafion fteai upon the fair ; 
And with fond elegance of pafEonmore, 
The yielding fair one to a virtuous love: 
In modeft hints firft £ghing out their flame, 

And delicate alike, tho' bolder grown : 
For gods and men hate thofe who know not fhame, 

But fhock the. ear with ribbaU lewjlnefs' tone, 

. E p o d i II* 

But thou, of truth great Deity, 
Whofe proving touch all falfhoods fly : 
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Complaisance alone infpiring, 

Thee hath led to this requeft : 
Art thou gracious, thou enquiring. 

Whence defcends this maiden bleft I 
Thou, who all events art knowing, 

Every path that mortals tread ; 
Whence their feveral fates are flowing, 

Where their feveral a&ions lead : 
Whole is wifdom pail expreffing, 

Knowledge paft our power to tell : 
Sooner count we earth's encreafing, 

When her pregnant bowels fwell : 
Sooner, when waves roll rough, and tempefts roar," 
Number the fands that raging croud the more. 

Strophe III. 

All things are open to thine eyes, 

Both where they flow, and whence they rife: 

Yet if, with one fo wife and great, 

*Tis granted me, dread king, myfelf to meet; 
Hear what the Centaur hath to tell : 
Deftin'd the maid's, thou fought'ft this vale ; 
Hither thou cam'ft, her love to fhare, 

And to Jove's gardens o'er the feas to bear. 

Thither thy * people from their f ifle lhall tend, 

And to the vale-furrounded hill afcend ; 

* The Spartans. + Thera. 
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Where rule from thee, Cyrene, (hall receive 5 
Now for thy fake glad Lybia to the fair, 

In golden domes reception waits to give : 
And yield her of her fpacious empire fhare. 

Antistrophe III. 

There (hall they rule, their laws the fame, 
And joint command, and empire claim ; 
O'er realms for nobled beads renown'd, 
O'er fields with fruits and foiled plenty crown'd. 
There with a fon ihall (he be bled, 
Whom, carried from his mother's bread. 
The golden- throned hours (hall join 
With mother earth to nurfe, and make divine: 
Hermes to them (hall bear Apollo's race, 
And on their laps the fmiling infant place : 
His rofy lips the well-pleas'd. nymphs mail blefs, 

With nectar and ambrofia, heavenly food ; 
Which, to his (ires and grandfires place (hall raiie* 
And make of men's delight, the man, a god* 

E p o d e III. 

The fields, the flocks, his care (hall claim* 

And Aridaeus be his name." 

— Speaking thus, to contamination* 

Chiron indigates the god ; 
Swift is each immortal action ; 

Swift the flight, and fhort the road : 



Saw 
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Saw that day the deed unended ? — 

Lybia ftrait received the pair : 
Bpth the golden bed afcended, 

Bleft, and both immortal there ; 
There her beauteous city guarding, 

Fair Cyrene ever fmiles. 
Her Carneans ftill rewarding, 

In the Pythian's facred toils. 
Thrice bleft Carnean, # whofe renown can give 
Fame to thofe realms, whence all their fame receive 1 

• Tcleficrates, 
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AN ODE 

TO THE MARCHIONESS- OF GRANBY. 

" TT7ITH awful port and carriage grand 

V V I faw him lead his gallant band*: 
Ocean's rough waves fafely croft, 
I faw him on Germania's coaft, 
There the Britiih colours flying, 

Britifh drums and ihouts refound : 
There the Britifh courfers neighing, 

Snuff the air, and paw the ground ! 
Still wonder, her finger her ruby lip preffing, 

Sate fix'd in a cloud o'er the throng ; 
As flow, in order juft, the heroes march'd along I 
But when thy manly foldier came, 
I faw, I mark'd each fpeaking face : 
Each eye was fix'd, illuflrious dame, 
And every finger mark'd his martial grace ! 
Great Granby — Rutland's noble fon ; 

Thro' all the crowd — was heard aloud, 
And every voice and heart was one : 

" Safety on his helmet play : 

" Conqueft mark his falchion's way, 3 



II. 



"Thus on her couch, while penfive Granby lay,— ^- 
Her hand upheld her head with cares oppreft : 

What marvel, when her hero was away, 
That tears her eyes, that terror fill'd her breaft ? 

Thus 
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Thus fpoke thegeniurof the Rutland line: 
She heard — fhe knew— fhe blefl the found ; — 
For if old bards have rightly fung, 

Deeply read in ancient ftory : 

The guardian genius of each race, 

When mortals to appear among, 

They difrobe them of the glory, 
Which cloatbs the fplendid children of the flues* 

Wove in light, and far too bright,. 

For dazzled human eyes : 
They then aflume the form, the grace* 
' The tone of voice, the turn of face, 

And all the manner of the line, 
O'er which the laws of heav'n their guardian care affign. 
He fpoke — fhe heard, fhe knew the found; 

" And is he fafe, fhe rofe, fhe cried, 

u And is he fafe on hoftile ground ? 

" Safety on his helmet play : 

" Conqueft mark his falchion's way !" 
Who can wonder at the throng ;— • 
Heav'n applaud and hear the fong ! 
Who can wonder— -thefe admire? 

Wherefoe'er my foldjer moves, 
Every bofbm is on fire, 

Every eye, that views him, loves ! 
Tell me, gentle genius, tell, 

I a thoufand truths wou'd know : 
On his cheeks with rofeate glow 
Still doth health delight to dwell ! 
Tell me gentle genius tell ! 
Every grateful truth difcover, 
jpafe the wife, the friend, the lover, 

Where's 



14* POEMS, 

Where's, my hero — eafe my care ; 
Tell me gentle genius, where.'* 

Ill, 

With fmiks ferene* 
Such as ever beaming play 
On the brows of fpirits bleft, 
In the realms of endlefs day, 
And diffufe, where'er they move, 
Like the gay fun, thro' every breaft* 
Light and comfort, joy and love ! 

With fmiles ferene, 
He few the generous paffions as they drove ; 
He faw applauding, wav'd his head, 

With amaranthine flowrets crown'd : 
His rich celeftial plumage ihpok, and ihed 

Ambrofjal odours all reviving round : 
And thus with tender fympathy addreft, 
And thus with tone mellifluous luIPd to reft 
The heaven-born paiTions, all approv'd, 

That anxious throbb'd within her breaft. 



IV. 



" Matchlefs wife— on golden pinion, 

Summon'd by thy tender care, 
From Ger mania's vex'd dominion, 
Like a fun-beam thro 9 the air, 
Have I wing'd my azure way ; 
Ocean's wide wafte 
In a moment o'er-paft 
At the fummons of virtue no fpirit can day. 
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Heaven approves thy Jweet concern : 

Ceafe to fear and ceafe to mourn, 
fcrom antient times and annals old. 
The care of many a baron bold 

Of Rutland^ gallant line, 
Hath claim'd my watchful hand and eye ; 
To fave, to raife in glory high, 

The pleafing buiinefs mine. 
But when the honour of the race, 
The high-born heroes I re- trace, 
Heroes, who now in golden domes, 
Where everlafting pleafure blooms, 
Drink the pure ne&ar of delight, 
My charge thro' all the radiant day, 

My watch thro' all the night : 
None, none amidft them I furvey, 
Whofc generous worth and ample mind, 
Noble foul and nature kind, 
So well my fervices repay, 
So enkindle each defire, 
Higher ftill to raife and higher 
In the founding fong of fame, 
As him, to whom the power divine 
Has to thy care, bright fair, and mine, 

Allotted equal claim ! 



V. 



Now his country calls to arms; 

Hufh each tender female fear : 
Now the generous ardour warms ; 

Truit him to his guardian's care. 

Shou'd 



i 
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Shou'd the furious battle rage, 
Rank with hoftile rank engage : 
At his fide attendant ever, 
I from danger will deliver: 

When the glowing ball (hall fly, 
Levelled from the roaring mouth of death : 

I will turn it harmlefs by, 
And bid it fan him with its guiltlefs breath. 
When juft on his head defcending, 

The battle-ax cleaves the air: 
From the fierce ruin defending, 
I will fufpend it there. 
Helm, or habergeon may fail, 
Greaves of brafs, or coat of mail : 
TrufUer armour mail he prove, 
In his Guardian's care and love, 

VI. 

Nor in the wild rage of the battle alone, 
Shall the banner of fafety around him be thrown : 
The fickly troop and pale, 

That on difeafe's camp attend, 
Not daring to aiTail 

Whom heav'n and rofy health defend, 

Gnafhing their teeth fhall growl and fly ;— 
But why, great Marlborough *, gracious heav'n, ah 
I fee his Genius (land in fpeechlefs trance: [why ? 

Drooping his flcy-tinftur'd plumes, 

Inverted his celeftial lance! 

• The duktof Marlborough died in Germany, 1758. 

While 
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While tears, fuch as angels weep, 
Down his bright vifage all unbidden creep. 
Oh that every virtue join'd, 
The prudent head, the feeling heart, 
The manly, martial, melting mind, 
' Cou'd not arreft awhile th' unerring dart ! 

VIL 

« 

Cou'd not— —but why indulge the plaintive mood? 
Or why the jufl decrees of God arraign ? 

He wills, and what He wills, is wife, is good ; 

And who ihall dare complain ? 
Suffice it, fair one, that to thee 
Is given the blcft fecurity, 
Ere the gayly circling fun 
Thro 9 the Zodiac hath run, 
On thy bofom's downy reft, 
On the throbbings of thy breaft 
Thy foldier to receive, 
With all the melting blifs 
ChaHe affettion has to give. 

vur. 

Rapturous Hymen then ihall come 

Young deiire, with purple bloom ; 

Innocence in milk-white veil, 

Truth unzon'd with open breaft: 

With all the loves, that crown'd with rofes 

Ever dance in jocund play, 
Round the couch on which repofes 

U The 
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The virtuous pair delighted, 
In fofteft trance united : 
Squint fufpicion far a way, 
And all the fnaky brood of hell, 
That in the harlot's bought fmiles malic, 
' And ferpentine embraces dwell I 

And I, with that illufhious fpirit, 

Who preferves the matchlefs merit 

Of thy high-born houfe, whofe glory 

Liveth long in ancient ftory, 

Will weave a web of richeft texture* 

Of each line's grand intermixture * 

Which to lateft times fhall fliare, 
Our mutual and united love* 

Our mutual and united care. 



IX. 



Till the happy hdur arrive. 
Live refign'd and chearful live* 
Fair blooming branch of Seymour's ftatery tree ! 
Clofe by thy hero's fide, 
I will preferve, will guard, and guide, 

And fafe reftore to Britain and to thee ! 
And returning, round his head 
My fevenfold Ihield, of heavenly temper made. 
Impervious to each mortal ftroke, 
Will all-protefting fpread." 



X. Thus 
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X. 



HI 



Thus while he ipoke, 
Attention HUen'd on her face : 
And every gentle paflian ftrove 
To glow with moll attracting grace, 
Affection, juft concern, foft fear, and patriot love : 
But judging (ilence here a fin, 
They joined all in one requeft, 

■ 

. And fpoke the burden of her breafl : 
" Gentle genius, no delay; 

Quickly, quickly then return : 
Hafte thee, guardian, hafte away, 
Painful is a moment's ftay, 
For thy inftant departure impatient I burn : 
Oh tarry not, but hafte and fpread 
Thy (hield, of heavenly temper made, 
JUleft genius, round my lord's, my lover's valued 
head." 



U » AN 
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AN ODE. 

OCCASIONED BY LADY W ■■ D*S BEINQ 

PREVENTED BY ILLNESS PROM COMING TO THE 
CHAPEL OP THE M AGDALBN-HOUSE. 



I. 



HENCE, loathed pain ; 
With envious difappointment in thy train t 
Hence, and crofs the frozen Teas, 
To the northern Hebrides : 
Or where th' unfeeling Calmuc ftains 
With ruthlefs blood the plunder'd plains ! 
But no more thy harpy hand * 

Lay upon N d ; 

Neither in thine iron chain, 
From the pleafmg {cents detain, 
Where the cherub pity ihares 
Joy, that pleafure feldom bears 
On her gayeft ftnile ; or knows, 
When her laughter loudeft flows 1 

II. 

Noble fpirits, moil partaking 

Of the pure asthereal flame, 
Find the fulled blifs in making 

All around enjoy the fame. 
O how pleafing to difpenfe 
Rays of rich benevolence I 

O 



POEMS, 14.9 

O how godlike to impart 

All the generous feeling heart ! 

And with comforts to o'erflow 

All the weeping wants of woe ! 

But from vice's filthy jaw. 

But from death and hell to draw; 

And to plant in virtue's plain, 

And to give to heaven again ; 

Thefe are works which warm the bieaft 

With the tranfports of the bjeft; 
Thefe, thefe are works, which time idclf defy : 
$uilt on the boundlefs bafe of vail eternity ! 



III. 



Illultrious branch of Seymour's lately tree, 

Thefe are the works, whofe captivating form 
Soft-ey'd companion waits to {hew to thee, 

Waits with her own pure flame thy font to warm ; 
Waits to raife the generous figh, 
To Ileal a tear from thy bright eye ; 

Drops of melting charity ! 
Sighs which pleafe us while they pain, 
Tears which fpeak the heart humane j 
Tokens Aire of virtue's reign ! 
And thofe will rife, and thefe will flow, 
When thou with lenient looks ihaJl view, 
The decent throng, in modeil guife arra/d, 

With humbled heart, and humbled eye, 
The decent throng, fo lately loft and dead, 
Wrapt in foul woe, and cloath'd with infamy ! 

«< Planted 
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M Planted now in virtue's plain, 
" Now reftor'd to heaven again I" 
When thou fhalt hear their folemn prayers, 
Mix'd with deep repentant tears : 

Grateful fongs and tuneful praife, 
Pious orgies, facred lays ; 
Finer pleafures which difpenfe 
Than the fineft joys of fenfe i 
And each melting bofom move, 
And each liquid eye o'erflow 
With benevolence and love ! 

» * * 

IV, 

Let the roving talkers boaft ; 
Who, themftlves to virtue loft, 

Still feducing* 

Still deluding, 
With ungrateful feoffs decry 
Thofe they won to wanton joy I 
Blackening the fair female fame, 
With the foul love of iuft and Ihame ! 
All their cenfures to difprove, 

| i Let them feek this firft retreat. 

i ■ • - . . - — •* - 

Britons gave to them, whofe love 
Gives to life, its choiceft fweet ! 
Then will they view it with abafli'd furprize. 
By ruin'd, but returning fair-ones throng'd, 
And own that on themfelves, not thofe they wrong'd, 
The heavy charge retorted doubly lies ! 

But, ah! beware. 
Seducers, that it refts not ever there ! 

V, Daughters 
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V. 



daughters of Britain's blooming iflc, 
Where beauty wears herfweeteft finite* 
Where virtue veils in whiteft fnow ; 
And love's own rofes fullelt blow : 
Ah ! gentle fair, accept the tribute due 
To truth* to virtue, and to you ! 
Lo ! confcious of our blame. 
For thofe, whom pleafure's golden bait 
Has drawn from virtue's (acred feat, 

Through man's feducing ihame; , 

This houfe of mercy is procur'd, 

Where, from deceit's fly fnares immur'd, •' 

Fair chaftity again may light 

Her late extinguifti'd flame! 

Aid then, ye lovely ones, the good deiign, 

So may each pleafure in your dwellings reft ! 
The virtuous hufband, and the lovely line ; 

So may each joy domeftic glad each breaft ! 
But chiefly thou, illuftrious Seymour, pour 
Thy foft'ring fuccours, thy indulgent care : 
Yet, yet but tender is the budding flow'r: 
Thy genial hand's kind tendance let it fhare ! 



VI. 



And thou, Ding ley, virtue's friend. 

Son of foft humanity ; 
Still thy pleafing charge attend : 

And in the name of charity, 

Of 
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Of returning penitence, 
Libera] benevolence: 
Weeping virtue, heavenly love ; 
This and every fair one move. 
Every Britiih fair renown'd, 
Thro 9 the globe's capacious round, 
For the pleafures they difpenie, 
Beauty, kindnefi, innocence: 

» 

Ah move them in the generous work to join ! 

——But wherefore drive to move i 
Already every worthy heart is thine. 

■759- 
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SUSPENCE. AN ODE. 

WRITTEN WHILE WAITING FOU TH« COMING OF 

A LADY. 

SH A L L I write — or ftill tormented^ 
Muling fit, or lonely dray? 
Yonder firft — no, here contented* 

Let me fcribble care away. 
Poh, 'tis idle — gods, PU to he r> 
Venus, Cupid aid ! vain fool, 
What can they ? Go, foftly woe her* 

Plead, and mingle foul with foul::: 
Quick adown that walk PU wander—* 
Something white ; oh fure 'tis me I 
Nothing — nothing— -ah, Leander, 

Doubt is death to Helle's tea. 
Watch i thou dotard time, move falter ; -^ 

But one hour— -I thought it four ! 
Dull machine — unlike thy mailer, 

Clicking even ever more I 
All is hurry — expectation, 

Panting, trembles in my breaft } 
Since I held her hand— r vexation, 

Thrice ten hundred minutes pafs'd ! 
Come my love, my charmer, blefs me,— 
Or her thoughts, kind genius, bear! 
But oh rather come, releafe me 

from my foul- bewildering fear ! 

X Shall 
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Shall my hand, thy foft hand preffing, 

■ Aid the pleadings of my heart? 
Hold— hold— -torture paft expreffing— » 

Sure— — fhe would not mock my {mart-! 
Oh 'tis mighty— that fame reafon, 

Spark divine— lord man's proud boaft : 
Love, his fubjeft, rank in treafon, 

Hourly makes him quit the coaft. 
Little rebel, I'll fub4ue thee— . 

And thy dread companion doubt ! 
Nay, my friend, I dill will woe thee; 

Drive, but drive that monfter out ! 
Send him to his proper ftation, 

Lords, kings, minifters, or court, 
Where the fons of expectation 

Fall of place and promife fhort : 
Send him to the bijhop-'* palace, 

Where the poor lean curate fcouts: 
Or to where, in fufPrings callous, 

Client nine years law-fuit doubts : 
Send him juft where is your pleafure, 

Admirals, generals, .furgeons-hall ; 
Playhoufe poets, (harks of treafure, 

E, O White's, or good Sir P # . 
Vain, alas, my fond providing* 

See, ah fee-— he haunts me here: 
And with fneers my cares deriding, 

Points me to the ideal fair : 
Will (he come ? I fly to meet her: 

Hence, vain mufe, your rhymes I throw : 
She comes, 'tis her— thanks, thanks, dear creature I 

Blank — falfe, (he's falfe —yet —* 

Sure (he's true I 1749 
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TO TWO AGREEABLE SISTERS, 



WHO DESIRED VERSES OF ME IN THE YEARI^g*. 

t 
BY A GENTLEMAN OF YORKSHIRE. 



GO U ' D I, like Pope, or Swift indite, 
What pleafure, ladies, 'twere to write ! 
Like theirs, were my expreffions fraught 
With elegance and fbength of thought ; 
No mufe, no goddefs I'd require 
To firing my harp and tune my lyre ; 
Eliza's charms, Eliza's name, 
My lofty^raysrlnould give to fame : 
And echo, each harmonious flrain, 
With wanton joy, repeat again ; 
In flowing numbers while I trace 
The beauties of her matchlefs face ; 
The virtues of her fpotlefs foul, 
Which dart a luftre on the whole ; 
Which, when the rofe and lily fade, 
Will (till embalm the lovely maid ; 
Will (till endear the marriage ftate, 
When other charms fubmit to fate. 

Nor mould the other darling fair 
Be lefs the poet's theme and care 5 
Bright Patfy ! whofe engaging face, 
Thegr%e*all confpire to grace ; 
Lefs fair the celebrated maid, 
That whilom on * Tweed's borders ftray'd ; 
* See a celebrated fong, called Tweed fide. 

X 2 The 
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The love and wonder of each Twain, 
Who tripp'd it o'er the daified plain* 
No ruffling guih, no guilty joy, 
Her fettled calm of mind dciboy j 
But in her air, and lovely mien, 
The beauties of her foul are feen. 

Happy the fwain, yea, doubly bleft, 
Of either beauteous fair poffeft I. 



T.F* 
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STANZAS 

OCCASIONED B* THE VERSES ON TWO AOREEABLB 

SISTERS, / 



t/» 






HAPPY poet, pleas'd inditing 
Sweet Eliza's heav'nly charms ; 
Happier far the youth delighting ' f) 

In the nymph's more heav'niy arms I 
Freely fing, thrice bleft enjoying 

All the traniports flie can give j 
Clafp'd in pleafures never cloying, 
Live, O favour^ mortal, live. 
But prefumptuous, never venture 
Patfy's grace divine to fing ; 
Far below thy verfe muft centre, 

Far too weak thy trembling wing. 
Oh what racking tumults feiae me ! 
Oh what pangs of jealous love I 
Muft another poet pleafe thee ? 

Can my fair his ftrains approve ? 
Can my fair forget the pleafures, 

Harmlefs hours of joy we've feen ^ 
Sweeter far than mifer's treafures, 

More than halycon feas ferene? 
Yet, alas ! hard fate requiring ! 

Sad oblivion abienee draws v 
Loft, forgot, I lie expiring, 

Patfy falfe, the much lov'd caufe. 
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Pity, charming maid, relenting, 

Call to mind thy abject (lave. 
Smile propitious, (mile confenting, 

Give thofe pleafures once you gave ! 
Know that Venus, now attending, 

Soon will leave thy form divine, 
All thy outward beauties ending, 

Ceafe to charm, and ceafe to mine* 
Kind the leflbn true receiving, 

Kind my heart, my foul return; 
Big with love thy bofom heaving, 

Big with love my breaft fhall burn* 
All our youth, one endlefs bleffing, 

Gay tranfporting joys (hall crown ; 
Solid comforts fure poffeffing, 

When declining life moves down : 
Then new blifs — but, where transporting, 

Idle fancy ! wilt thou lead ? 
See the nymph, her neck retorting, 

Flies, nor deigns to hear thee plead. 
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AN ODE, 

OCCASIONED BY A YOUNG LADY'S LAUGHING AT 
MB FOR STAYING FROM AN ASSEMBLY. 



OH 'twas hard— nay, ceafe your fouling* 
Prithee laugh not— fur e 'twas hard; 
Still feverer, you reviling, 

Joys like thofe to be debarred ; 
Belles in beauty's glitter fhining, 

Gay delights foft-fwimming round; 
Duty's mighty chain confining, — 

Thefe I faw, from thefe was bound! 
Hark, with transports foftly thrilling, 

Mufic melts each gentle bread, 
Sounds once pleaflng, fadly chilling, 

Tell infulting — thou'rt diftreft! 
Thus, in cage the goldfinch fighing, 

Droops, in fummer fun-fhine hung 1 
fluttering friends around him flying, 

Gayly tune their amorous fong ; 
There their burnifh'd wings difplaying, 

Tuning here their notes to love; 
He in vain like them eflaying 

Free to fing, and free to rove:, 
Cytherea fond attending, 

Wou'd young Paris not have gone! 
You, with beauty her's tranfcending 

Sighing view'd I, forc'd to fhun* 



Afk 
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Afk the failor, if appearing 

Blifs and plenty on the coaii, 
From fo fweet enchantments veering, 

Rocks and winds, and wares he'd trail ? 
Sight moft catting! view thofe graces 

Smiling in each dimpled cheek : 
Joy on joy in tranfport prefles, 

General rapture all things fpeafe. 
I fink, I Hag : fleep cruel flies me, 

Darknefs, horror round my bed : 
Twelve's fad beats with fears furprize me, 

Ghofts and goblins, maiden's dread i 
" Sleep, benignant god, receive me j*' 

He confents — and all is peace: ' 
And in kindnefs to relieve me, 

Bore me where my foul found eafe: 
In a grove of myrtle ftraying, 

Thee, my Delia, there I found; 
Cupid too was come a-maying, 

Him we join'd, and mirth went round. 
Sudden wak'd from blifs fo charming, 

(Pleafures oft exchange for pain :) 
Soon the fcene my foul alarming, 

Came that Cupid * and his train ; 
And a Venus, Delia, believe me,— 

Fair and form'd in ftamp like thine;' 
Cupid's whifpers can't deceive me— 

Both are fitters, both divine. *74$- 

* Mils P'8 brother, a little boy at>out three years old. 
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OCCASIONED BY THE SAME YOUNG LABy's REFUS- 
ING TO PLAY AT QUADRILLE, WHEN ASJC'd BY 
A GENTLEMAN* 

Carmina non injuiTa cano, 

AMIDST her gay and brilliant court, 
Where lhining beaus and belles refort; 
To hear complaints in mighty ftate, 
Aloft the queen of cards was fate : 
When, bufy buttling thro' the throng, 
With hoop fwung high, there came along 
A fmall, important, vengeful ill, 
Firft confidante of queen quadrille : 
The lady feem.'d quite out of breath, 
And vow'd herfelf fa&gu'd to death \ 
Play'd quick her fan, while heav'd her bread, 
And eyes of anger fpofee the reft. 

" Well, fuch a thing," was firft her cry, 
u X tremble for your majefty ; 
41 Your empire fure can't laft a minute, 
" I never thought fuch rebels in it !" 

Strait was the court in fuch a way — 
The queen was fainting " hartftiorn, pray !" 
All the choice fpirits in a hurry, 
The ladies too in fiich a flurry : 
Oh fhocking ! what can all this bring, 
Ifafte— falts, drops, fpirits — anything! 

Y Buj 
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But now fuppofe 'em all much better, 
And hear mifs Mat. read o'er her letter: 
* *' Long live and profper, long the reign 

jjy Of our beloved, high-favor'd queen : 

Spadill. Baft. Pont, and fo forth greeting — 
Whereas (Sept. 4th, our laft lov'd meeting,) 
Some fubje&s loyally intending, 
Your majefty's fair realms extending ; 
Good, honeft, ftaunch and amicable, 
Furnifh'd with fiih and cards the table : 
And thinking nothing in their way* 
Lo, a fair nymph refus'd to play : 
Nay, and what more the crime compleated, 
Tho' by a gentleman intreated ! 
Putting the reft in fear and fret 
Of that day making up a fet; 
Endangering the ftate hereby. 
And fcandalizing majefty : 
Wherefore we joint petition make, 
The matter you'd in council take ; 
And punifh fuch prefumptuous beauty, 
That others hence may know their duty.'* 
" Beauty ! mifs Mat. was then the cry, 
" And entre nous, and let me die, 
" Was whifper'd loud from beau and belle, 
" Withftuff, meerftuff, Pha, Bagatelle; 
" Nonfenfe! — But pray, to know her better, 
Defcribe this beauty, — La, poor creature !'* 
Nay, I confefs it is but finall— 
" And then her merit, none at all : 
" (With haughty fncer mifs Mat. went on) 
" With us, (he'd not be look'd upon: 

«• For 
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•« For tho* her eyes are fweetly bright, 

*' And would kill thoufands, if they might: 

*' She keeps them modeftly at home, 

** Nor lets their pointed ogles roam : 

** Nor languilhings with art bellows 

" On all the circling group of beaus : 

** And tho' her face and every feature 

" Are well enough (there are much better!) 

" Yet ihe has fuch an humble foul, 

" So foft, fo modeft — little fool, 

I cou'd, methinks, almoft defpife her, 

But that all, all — 'tis pity— prize her." 
She ended, and in all their ears 
Left fuch contempt, that.thoufand fneers, 
With thoufand laughs loud inVd forth, 
With " paffing beauty, paffing worth, 
To fentence, fentence, hafte we duly ; 
Ah ridicule — fine beauty truly!" 

'Twere tedious, readers, here to draw 
The various forms of long-breath'd law ; 
Since juft the fame the women wore 'em 
As the wife brethren of the quorum, 
Tho' chance the flies were wordier, than 
Their winking, wig-wife brethren ; 
For thefe, to country feffions run,— 
Our fentence firft, and we have done : 

" To all and lingular each one, 
To whom thefe prefents {hall be known : 
Whereas a nymph, Preffontia hight, 
In manners' and our queen's defpight, 
Has venturM hardily to run 
The vengeance of our gracious throne, 

Y 2 Hereby 
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Hereby ena&ing, we command 
Our loyal fubje&s thro' the land, 
With utmoft rigor to fulfil, 
Our jufl decree, and royal will. 

Firft, we command pa)e Modefty, , 

With down-caft-ey'd Humility, 
That baihful ft rum pet, Innocence, 
That prude, fflifc Virtue ; formal Senfe ; 
The ideot, laughing child, Good-Nature, 
Proud Honor, Softnefs, plaguing creature, 
With all the train of fuch-like Graces, 
With pious eyes, and holy faces, 
Ever to plague her where fhe goes, 
But chief amidn; our friends, the beaus. 

Next, that whene'er our friends are met, 
And want one to compleat their fet, 
On no conditions whatfoe'er, 
Their compliments be fent to Her. 
And be it fpecially provided, 
With fecrets fhe be ne'er confided : 
Such as tend chiefly to maintain 
Our loving filler, Scandal's reign : 
Nor bear a part in prittle-prattle, 
Of rumor-loving tittle-tattle. 
Nor may (he feel that warmth of foul 
Shar'd by true fubjc&s on a vole, 
And if fhe fhould attempt to play, 
Be beafled all the live- long day : 
And like ourfelves, when luck runs croft, 
Frown, fnap, fnarl, fcowl, bounce, fret and tofs : 
May then no fmiles her dimples fhew, 
No laughter blythe her ivory row 5 

Nor 
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Nor well-condutted vengeance dart 
From fnow-white hand the gazer's heart. 
And laft of all, when thus contemn'd, 
May (he for ever be condemn'd 
The fweets of liberty to lofe, 
Fail bound in tyrant hufband's noofe : 
No beau :«— a thing of wealth and fenfe, 
With much of wifdom, and more pence, 
To raife her cares, and drive about 
In chariot with her fee-faw lout ; 
Far from intrigue, dear rout, and drum, 
With hufband dull, and duller home : 

■ 

And, word of all, may prattlers many, 
A Gilly, Betfy, Philly, Fanny, 
Torment her, as they do her mother, 
And render her juft fuch another : 
Mad to defpife the dear beau-monde, 
For children fair, and hufband fond. " 
Thus fpake the learned of the laws, 
The court malicious fneer'd applaufe ; 
Mifs Mat. the fentence feiz'd and kill, \y 
And flrait to B * * n was difmift. 

1748. 
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HAPPINESS EVERY WHERE. 

OCCASIONED BY A LADY's CONDEMNING OUR CHOICE 
OF MARGATE FOR A PLACE OF ENTERTAINMENT. 

Eft Ulubris. Ho*. 

« 'T^HO* deteftible the place ; 

<< X Mean the lodgings, fmall and bafe : 

" Tho' the crouded hoy pours forth 

" Company of little worth : 

" Coach or chariot, tho' there's none 

" Rattling thro* the fifhing town :" * 

Yet Maria, yet my fair, 
Happinefs (hall find us here. 
Happinefs our friend fhall be ; 
Ubiquarian Deity I 
There's the rapture ! in the mind 
Dwells the goddefs, unconfin'd : 
Place fhe fcorns ; delighted belt, 
When enthron'd within the bread ! 

Ha — Maria — then I've found 
Whence it comes that I am crown'd 
With fuch fweet ferenity 
When accompanied by thee ! 

; • This is fuppofcd to come from the mouth of the objector, but 
; in reality is far from the truth ; fince the company is very agree- 
able, and the carriages and horfes fo numerous here, that there is 
not room enough fur either j many being obliged to fend them to 
Ramfgate, and elfewhere, 1762. 

Thoo 



POEMS. 167 

Thou thy/elf art happinefs ! ^ 

From thy conftant aim to blefs, 

From thy ftudious zeal to pleafe, 
Chcarful, unaffe&ed eafe, 
Smiling brow, and gentle tongue, 
I have known and felt it long. 
And I muft — I muft be bleft, 
For thou reigneft in my bread ! 

Whether then upon the ftrand 
Arm-in-arm we wond'ring ftand, 
And the world of waters fee, 

Dread Creator, full of Thee : fi 

Whether on the fands we rove, **£*****" 

And talk of Clementina's love *lf j***^ 

Dropping, for the pious fair, yji {..*d**b 
Now and then a tender tear : 
Whether o'er the fertile ifle 
Pleafmg rides our time beguile 2 
Whether to the rooms we ftray, 
Bright afTemblage of the gay, 
Where, in focial converfe join'd, 
Mirtji exhilarates the mind : 
— Every fcene fhall fure fupply 
An exuberance of joy ; 
For our conftant friend fhall be 
Heart-enthron'd Felicity ! 

There's the rapture I— * Thus, my fair, 
Happinefs is ev'ry-where. 

♦ Reading Sir Charles Grandifon at this time. 

VERSES, 
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VERSES, 

OCCASIONED BY SEBINO THE COUNTESS OP HERT- 
FORD, IN TEARS AT THE MAGDALEN HOUSE. 

B Right Charity, as dories fay, 
Met Britain's Genius t'other day; 
Both look'd delight, and never wore 
A face of greater joy before. 

" How falfe the dories fome have (pread 
(The lad began,) immortal Maid ! 
How falfe the tale, that never times 
Were (potted with fuch numerous crimes ; 
That never days, like thefe, were known, 
With fuch degenerate weeds o'ergrown ! 
Hear them, — and Virtue proftrate lies, 
While Vice and Folly tyrannize ; 
Religion's lamp hath loft its light, 
No man is good, no deed is right ! 
But, beft of Graces, every day, 
In public while you pleafe to ftray 
Thro' my fair realms, you prove full welj 
The falfhood of the tale they tell." 

Her cheeks in crimfon blufhes dyed, 
The heav'n-born Virgin thus reply 'd : 

" Bright Genius of the happieft ifle, 
That lives in heav'n's aufpicious fmile ; 
Ah ! wonder not, that, thus careft, 
I leave the manfions of the bleft ; 
Delighted thro' thy realms to rove ; 
—For Love, thou know'ft, engages Love. 

And 
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And wherefoe'er T pafs along. 
In private or amidft the throng, 
Whether the palace of the great 
I viilt, or the humbler feat ; 
A pleaiing welcome ftill attends. 
And all rejoice to be my friends! 
Thus I diffufe my comforts round, 
And offer balm to ev'ry wound : 
Thus univerfal good fupply, 
And wipe the tear from every eye !" 

" Ah no, the Genius fmiling faid, 
I faw but now, immortal Maid, 
The tender tears in plenty flow— 
(Tears drawn by Pity and by yon !) 
From her fair eyes, whom, at firft look, 
I frankly own that I miftook 
For you yourfelf j though pleas'd to fee 
9 Twas one fo near and dear to me." 

" I know her well, (the Grace rejoin'd) 
My filler, Pity, form'd her mind ; 
She long has our familiar been : 
— — *Tis H ###, s countefs, that you mean. 
I know the place, the time I know, 
— 'Twas at my favourite houfe below : 
Where many a bright and noble eye 
Have paid their debt to Charity : 
Where e'en your Prince # , you muft confefs, 
Touch'd with the tender foft diftrefs, 

* Prince Edward, who wis at the chapel at the fame time, with 
frwal other of the nobility. 

Z Cou'd 
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Cou'd not refrain the melting tear, 
Bat own'd, that I indeed liv'd there !" 
« c Yes, Charity— -with loftier tone, 
Britannia's genius then went on ; 
That prince I call with pleafure mine, 
The more, my friend, as he is thine ! 
His brother too,— (Thou know'fl him well, 
What need for me his worth to tell?) 
Thy Patron * mines ! and long will be 
(If heav'n indulge or thee or me) 
The friend, the guardian, the defence, 
Of Briton, virtue, innocence ! 
" Under his illuftriaus reign, 
" Miftrefs of the fubjcft main, 
" Glory (hall my fails unfurl ; 
" Courage mail my thunders hurl $ 
" Peace at home my plains mall blefs ; 
" Freedom range with happinefs : 
** Labour his founding anvil ply ; 
" Through the loom the fliuttle fly ; 
<« Arts their wreath-crown'd head (hall rear; 
" Virtue their reward (hall bear : 
" Bright religion through the land, 
" Pleas'd, fhall wave her olive wand; 
" Whilft thou, immortal maid, fhalt be 
" An undivided friend to me ; 
" And fuppliant win th' eternal fmile, 
" That gives its glory to each ifle." 

• His Royal Highnefs tht Prince of Wales, our prefcnt moil 
gracious Sovereign, has condescended to become the Patron of that 
excellent Charity « The Small-Pox Hofpital." 
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AN D B. 

I. 

Sweet Society ! 
What is living without thee ? 
Solitude hath oft, and long 
Been the theme of poet's fbng ; 

'And charming fblitude 
Is exquifitely fair and good ; 

But never, never without thee, 
B.eft bopn of heay'n,, Q fweet Society! 



II. 



She too, me mall have the praife 
Of my rude, unlabour'd lays :- 
But never to difparage her, 
Elder-born, and ftirer far, 

Divine Society ! 
Firft, beft boon of bounteous heav'n* 
To the lonely mortal giv'n ; 
Who not ev*n in Paradife, 
While alone* cou'd tafte of blifs : 
God himfelf the truth confeft, 
" Man alone oannotbe bM.*' 
Woman, dear lovely woman then was giv'a * 
And thus Society began, 
Bell boon of bounteous, htav'11 1 

Z 2 III. Place 
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III. 

4 

Place me on Gallia's fouthern plain, 
Where fpring and health for ever reign; 
To foft Italia's bofom bear, 
Where fummer revels all the year : 
Be every fruit of lafcious tafte 
On my plenteous table plac'd; 
Wine of ev'ry clime afFord f 
Oldeft date, and choiceft hoard; 
Ev'ry daintieft cate fupply 
Wifli of niceft luxury : 
Fountains bubble at my feet ; 
Mufic murmur, foft and fweet :*— : 
Yet, doom'd thefe joys alone to prove. 
Without the nymph, I woe and love, 

Divine Society! 
Thefe, and more wbu'd I defpife 
For northern funs, and cloudy flues,; 
v For herbs,' and olives, meaneft cheer! 
Let but the nymph I love be there* 
^ Oh heft Society ! 

IV. 

Lead me, nymph of graceful mein, 
Lead me to the fecial train ; 
Who, in converfe free and gay,, 
Pafs the jocund hours away; 
Who, with unaffected cafe 
Pleafing, ftudy all to pleafe ! 



Let 
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Let good fenfe the fire be there, .- / ^ " 

Solid fenfe, with manly air ; ^J'^ 

There be decency, his bride. 
Sweet good-nature by her fide; 
With politenefi, welcome gueft, 
J^ovely female, richly dreft. 
Science too, the grave, fhallcome, 
Deeply learn'd from Greece and Rone: .,, 

And all the arts fhall take a place, "' 

Seated by them evVy grace, r /s 

Nor by any means exclude 
Pear religion, mild and good ; 
On whofe heav'nly brow is feen 
peace celeftial and ierone. 



V* 



So juftly what belov'd 
hfi converfe, thus improving and improv'd* 
Dear focial intereourfe! 

Let me but happy be, 
Sweet nymph, with love, with friendihip, and 
with thee, 

And fortune do her worft ! 
And when of thee I've had my fill, 
All unperceiv'd away I'll fteal 
To duflcy grove, or filent wood, 

To mule and walk 

In foher talk 
With heav'nly-penfive folitude ! 
Then (hall reafon plume her wings ; 
Then, foaring to the king of kings, 

Devotion's 
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Pcvodon's eye and voiee fhall rife > 
Thankful for interchanged joys j 
Plcafing thus alike, and good ; 
Society and folkude I' 

). 

$? Jr Thus my mhid repairM and chearfulj 

^ / * ' Smiling wiM I hafte again 

^ \f To the blifs of converfation, 

' To the bufy hum of men ! 

xY\j Thankful there for each tnjoyment* 
* FleasM my part in life I'll* ftllt; 

.« *\* Joy djffufing, while pofleffing, 

Blejt the. moft, ^Weffingjill. 
Thankful thus for each enjoyment 
By the hand of heav'n beftowM, 
Innocence, the feaftapproving*. 
AH FH tafte ; for all are §oo& 
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T ft E CUCKOW. 

IN a mighty great hurry, the more for he thought 
That fomething to give us much pleafure he brought, 
Our Peter approached— with a bow and a word* 
c * I have brought you a rarity, madam, a bird— 
*' A cuckow, quite fine-— I have juft knock'd it down : 
" Sec the wound on its back ! It is worth half a crown. 
*' Fleafe to take it/' quoth he, — and a fimper put on, 
Plainly (poke, what a feat, hefuppoVd, he had done..' 

With a tear in her eye Molly feiz'd the poor flave, 
And a (troke and a kifs to the flutterer gave. 
Then to Peter, aftounded, " thou cruel, faid lhe, 
Expedt nor reward, nor applaufes from me ; 
What injury, pray, had this innocent done,, 7 
That thus thou ihqu'd'fi treat it?— I pr'ythee begone; 
Learn, learn more humanity ;— think what aihamcy '. 
At once a poor bird to e&flave and to maim ! 
Pretty rogue,— -perhaps perch'd on fome favourite tree, 
Thy lonely mate droops, and fits longing for thee I 
And ah ! were it not for this horrible blow, 
Wing'd with comfort and liberty ftrait ihou'd'ft thou go: 
But 111 try to relieve thee, fweet bird, and difmifs>— •" 
And fhe ftrok'd it again,— gave, a tear and a kifs : 
Then her maidens croudround with much hurry and care,' 
And bafket, and flannel, and fpirits prepare— 
While Peter fneak'd off— but was heard to complain, 
That oft our beft efforts to pleafe are in vain ! 

Tho' fad was the moral, for him it was good. 
For myfelf, the tranfa&ion with rapture X view'd : 
For oh ! my Maria, what blifs mud be mine, 
To reign the fole lord in a bofom like thine ! 
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THE APOLOGY. 



TO MISS I« 



BREAK my word, (weet nymph, with thee 
Juftly may'ft thou be fevere : 
But ere pafs'd the fentence be, 
My defence vouchfafe to hear. 

Where the young and gay refort, 

All the purpofe is to pleafe ; 
There delight, her (railing court, 

Holds with love, and health and eafe. 

Moping, melancholy care, 

Languid, heart-deprefiing pain) 

Never fure mould enter there, 
Sad and fable-fuited train! 

Grown with thefe familiar late, 

Complaifant they will not be: 
Nor their fierce attacks abate, 

I t, tho' charm'd by thee ! * 

Why then, when my gladfome heart, 

To delight rejoices moft : 
Shou'd I give a moment's fmart, 

When the power to pleafe is loft ? 



Deem 



POEMS* i 77 

Deem not therefore, fair one bleft 

With a form which fpeaks thy mind ; «' 

Deem not this too feeling breaft, 
Senfelefs, or to beauty blind ! 

From the raptures when I flee 

Of fociety like thine ; 
Gentle fenfibility 

Owns the fault is never mine! • 



A a 
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A SECOND APOLOGY. 

TO MISS I ■ ■ T, 

YOU tell me I flatter— -indeed you tie wrong- 
But hear my apology, once mace in fong* 
Very blind* my dear I t, needs mail you be, 

Not the charms of your elegant perfon to fee : 
And we, your aflbciates, mult ftill be more blind* 
Not to fee in your perfon a draught of your mind. 

But remember, fair daughter of fofteft delight, 
v The chat which we held in the rooms t'other night » * 
<y When we noted, how fome above others are bleft 
J" ' With the lovelieft form, and moil fenlible breaft | 
J < A form, which delights every eye that furveys, 

(7 * \h Aff4_n br#aft t wfa™ :,^5JU!f!ffggJ^g^ gngg fwa y-^ 

\ ^ , f s <p~. But thefe, tho* endowments we highly fltou'd prize, 
% '. ,,>' K 4 Will raife no vain pride in the heart of the wife : 
]\ l - / For who can be vain, to his portion that fall 
' Superior gifts from the giver of all ? 
No ; the fenfe of a God to his creature more kind, 
Exalts not, but humbles a rational mind. 

When therefore, fweetmaid, I beflow the due praife 
On your perfon and mind, in Jincere but rude lays ; 
To virtue exalted I roufe by my (bain, 
Not flatter with falfehood, or teach to be vain : 



1 
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i • 



\ • This was written at a publick place* 
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Yoa'rehjuuMbme — you're fenfible— humane and good s /.• /U**catj» 
Bat whofe is the merit ? — oh, give it to GOD \ ' 

Becaufe of the higheft perfections pofleft, 
More humble are angels, and therefore more bleft : 
Know then, my fair I- ■ t, know and adore— 
If bkft like the angels ; like them you owe more : 
So follow their pattern ; and thus to outihine 
In goodnefs, a« much 4s in form, will be thine. 
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ON SEEING AN OLD MAN, BEGGING 
OPPOSITE AN INN AT HOUNSLOW. 



I. 



AH me! behold! where, trembling, paliied, poor, 
Bent down with years, yon aged father Hands! 
flac'd by the public-way, his lips implore 
A fcanty gift from paffing pitying hands! 
See, while whirling carelefs by 
Pompous equipages fly, 
From his bald head, as it (hakes, 
His wither'd hand the covering takes ; 
Holds it forth, and humbly fues, 
«« Oh, for mercy don't refufe, 
*< From your plenty to beftow 
" Mite on age deprefsM with woe ! 
<' Seventy years have left me here, 
«' Friendlefs, helplefs, weak, and bare; 
«' Mercy, tender mercy mow 
«' Upon age. deprefs'd with woe, !'* 



II, 

Old fire! Thou need'ft not aflc of me, ]¥?* T^Q 4r~ 

I have an heart which feels for thee ! Jk^A/ 

Feels foFmyferfi ""and for n\y kind, 

While fad reflexion fills my mind ! 

— After a life of feventy years, 

In labour fpent, and fraught with cares ; 

Thus doth the toilfome journey end, 

With Jofs of ftrength, fupport, and friend! — 
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III. 



Thou, gracious God ! whofe works all-bounteous prove 

Thy care paternal of the human race. 
Teach me the tokens of thy genera] love, 
In fuch an object teach me, Lord ! to trace. 

Hail Immortality ! I fee 

Its ample proof, old fire ! in thee. 

Hail Immortality 1 man's pride! 

The God, the God is juftify'd I 

Or age, or pain, or want attend 

The mortal at his journey's end, 

Swift ihall a mighty change enfue : 

Such miracles the grave can do ! 



IV, 



Yet muft the mind for realms of blifs be meet, 

Nor foul or fordid thoughts incruft it o'er. 
How hard for thofe to fcape, whofe creeping feet 

Bear them to beg vile alms from door to door I 
Some dates there are fo wretched — I admire 

How human nature can the weight fuftain ! 
But quench'd in fuch is that celeftial fire, 

Which gives the generous heart its honed pain- 
Then, hear me, heav'n ! whate'er of ills befal, 

Blefs'd independence grant me to maintain ; 
Come age, with all its woes, I'll bear them all, 

Nor ever impious at thy will complain ! \ • 
But take not, never from me take — \ ^ 
The heart which loves to feel and akc, \ 

Ake 
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Ake at forrow's fore diflrefa, 
Feel, as quick to aid and blefc ! 
/Never to my pow'r deny 
Means, the wretched to fupply : 
Never from my foul remove 
The luxury of Chriftian love ! 
ITien,' what tllwtf-vwltr 6r take or give j 
For this, this, only, i$ to live. 



TO 
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TO MISS F**R 

WHEN I think, my dear F ## R, how rarely we fia4 
For friendfliip all proper endowments of mind; 
When X fee, with what groveling profpe&s in view, 
fluman creatures felf-intereft, unceafing, purfue ; 
A friend, bofom friend, as belov'd as fmcere, 
Mull ever the greateft of wonders appear ! 
But of wonders, if greateft, it muft be confefs'd. 
That the bleffing's as great, when it can be poflefs'd : 
For thence fuch fenfations, fuch high pleafures flow, 
As mean hearts ne'er dream of, as bad hearts ne'er know* 

Go on then, dear Creature, increafe in your love; 
Your friendfliip— -which, heart and pen, fee, I ap- 
prove— 
Your friendfhip to her, my lov'd partner and bride, 
Whole worth you have known, and whofe truth you 

have try'd. 
Go on, well aflur'd, that the faith you exprefs, 
Will gain, by exertion, a conftant increafe; 
Till your hearts, all refin'd, for thofe regions are meet. 
Where never (hall enter chagrin or deceit ; 
Where parting or abfence (hall never be known, 
The cynic's mean jeft, or the father's ftern frown ! 
—But, for evils like thefe, while on earth you remain, 
Exped them, nay, welcome them, — do not complain : 
They're the terms of our being ; — • a tax, which all they, 
Whofe fouls and whofe pleafures are godlike, muft pay. 
And who, for fuch gifts, would not pay them with glee ?— 
Here, take them, ye cenfurers, take them from me ! 

While 
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While my carriage rolls lightly along the fmooth road, 
My pence at the turnpike are freely beftow'd *. 
This tax, you, with pleafure, my dear, may lay down, 
Whom many high bleffings, diftinguifhing, crown i 
But two are in chief— the bed heaven could fend — 
A friend, and a heart, which can relifh that friend: 
That friend, whoie warm heart is fo much of your own, 
That fometimes I think your dear fouls are but one! 
So fenfible each, that you both feel too much, 
Like the plant, which fhrinks back at the gentleft touch. 
Oh both, in fuch dearth of fincerity, blefl, 
To have found for each other fo focial a bread ! 
Thrice happy in friendfhip!— which, while I admire, 
Let me breathe the fort wiih, and indulge the defire; 
*' Be my heart with your hearts in triple league ty'd; 
*' And let death, — no, not death the fweet union di- 
" vide." 

V 

j * Written on a journey, in a carriage* 
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SACRED TO HUMANITY* 

HOW muck one good, well-naturM deed 
Exhilarates the mind ! 
Self-love mould prompt each human heart 

To ftucly tfrfee Eh JT 
Remembrance on a little a& 

Will always fmiling look. 
Which, though 'twas ufeful and humane* 

Small coft and labour took, • 

With lov'd Maria by his fide, 

As happy, as a king. 
See! chearful Wilham fmiling ride, 

To tafte the balmy fpring. 
Hefide earl Tilney's park they rode* 

Earl Til^by's, grand and gay ! 
When lo ! within the pales they ipy'd 

A palmer, poor and gray ! 
Though aided by his oaken ftaff, 

His feeble knees did bow : 
Fatigue, and fad anxiety 

Were painted on his brow ! 
Clofe by his fide his aged dame 

Sollicitoufly trod : 
While, lefs concern'd, their little boy 

Came tripping o'er the fod ; 
He, carelefs of the wilder'd way, 

Which caus'd hjs parents' woe, 
Whittled, and play'd with fportive Tray, 

For Tray muft with them go! 

Bb Our 
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Oar travellers the aged fire 

Difcera'd approaching foon; 
When ftrait he dofPd his ruJtic hat* 

And ftrait he begg'd a boon : 
" Wearied we are, and fore betted* 

" In paths unknown we ftray, 
« f For kindnefs, gentry, fet «s right, 

" And guide us in the way : 
" Bewildered in this park, we feck 

" A paflage out in vain ; 
" And ah I I faint : my feeble feet 

" Will fcarce my weight fuftain ! 
" Full many a painful mile we've pafi'd 

" Since rofe the morning fun I 
" And my poor dame, as well as I* 

" Is now alm#ft fore-done. 
" To Eaftern-HAM our courfe we flaer # 

" A daughter lov'd to fee ; 
" But where we are, which way to go.—* 

" Who kens fo ill as we!" 
" Alas, old father, William cry'd, 

" Indeed your courfe is wrong ; 
" And either way from out the park, 

" You'll find the journey long 1" 
•< Woe worth the day — what fhall we\dof 

" Then figh'd the ancient dame; 
" For my poor huiband's wearied quite, 

" So long has he been lame ! 
" All winter lad, in {win he liV'd, 

" Nor work at all could he I 
" Such fatal forrow wrought us both 

• " His falling from a tree I" 

" William I 



• 4 William! faid then Maui* quick, 

—Foil was her ghOcmngtye ; 
# « Can you not Mpthtte poor old folk t 

"• Do, think,, my toe* and try !" 
«« Comfort, faid William, ancient pair* 

" I comfort fee in Time ; 
4 * Juft by the topmoft pales are b^oke, 

«* And o'er them you may climb !" 
«•« Alas, for my old ftifien'd limbs, 

** The aged man reply'd, 
*J They cannot bend, I cannot climb* 

*' And I am lame befide !" 
Thea from his horfe did William leap, 

As nimbly as a deer; f 

*« Come to the pales, Til help you o'er, 

" Quoth he, good ancient pair!" 
He took the oJd man in his arms. 

And with much fbeength and migh*, 
His helpleft ftiff limbs dragging drew 

To t'other fide outright. 
The aged dame he aljfo help'd* 

Who finooth'd her coats, and o'et 
Was likewife dragg'd full decently, 

As was her fpoufc before. 
He gave the little boy his hand. 

The fence who lightly fprung : 
Nor Tray, poor Tray, unaided left;— 

Shall Tray be left, unfung I 
Maria, with her wonte4 grace, 

A welcome mite beftow'd ; 
And William, with minuteft care, 

Circled them the road. 

B b 2 So 
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So, foroard fee the neat old pair 

To Ham dire& their way, 
With bleffings loading their good friends* 

Their friends as pleas'd as they. 
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GOOD KINGS HAPPY, 

HOW Providence, with tender care 
Conciliates human things ! 
And makes felicity the ihare 

Of fubjefts, and of kings \ 
Thefe, plac'd in humble rank below, 

Commiferate the great : 
And well can paint the heavy woe, 

Which always follows ftate I 
•-« They would not have a throne, they cry* 

" All thorny is a crown : 
«* Thofe, who on flocks contented lie 

" Want not the coftly down!'* 
Happy— but furely much they err,— * 

As worthy kings can tell, 
Wh/> live but favours to confer 

On fuch as merit well. / 

That ftate is certainly moft bleft, 

Where moft can be beftow'd : / 

Then who can doubt, a king's the beft a 

Wbofe heart is great and good I 
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POPULARITY. 



A TH0VCMT rKOM SHSKSTQMI. 
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ITH a cynical facer, you inform me, kind fir* 
—And vanity thence, and mnch weakncft in- 
fer,— 
That I love Popularity!" " Man, it is true:*-* 
You Hart at my franknefs*'— but, pr'ythee don't yea 2 
Be certain, 'tis planted, the Jjore in your breaft, 
Of the means to engage, tho\ perhaps, not pouefc > 
You redden — I fmile -<- ; but, your pardon, { c*y~« 
Allow me a quefiion, and. make your reply ; 
Find you not in your bofom a reigning defire, 
To be lov'd by all thofe you efieem and admire; 
To be lov'd e'en by all of your nature and kind ?"— 
Yes furel" — 4I Popularity then is defa'd- 
What more than the love of being lov'd is in ,th*» I 
And tell me, fir cynic* is thajt aught mib l" 
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ON SEEING A SINGLE SWAN ON T«E 
BANKS OF THE AVON. 

THOU art the only Swan I fee* 
On filver Avon's tide : 
Sweet Avon, ever may thy ftream 

In peaceful current glide ! 
For gentle Shakefpeare's youthful feet, 

' Befide thee frolic rov'd — 
Sweet Shakefpeare, Avon's fingle fwaa* 

By every mule belov'd. 
Swim on, thou folitary (Wan, 

Sweet Shakefpeare's emblem be, 
Nor hope to find on Avon's ftream, 

A filver fwan like thee ! 
But Nature, with exulting pride, 
t Afiumes an higher tone ; 
c * No river boafts, I hear her fay> 

4t A poet like my own. 
** Yet, Avon, with his ruftic urn, 

" Muft e'er moft favour'd be ; 
*< For, thence he drank, the eldeft child 

€t Of Fancy, and of me. 
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i 
1 

OUoth Thomas to William, " thatNumfkull behold! 
" How he lolls in his chariot, embellifiYd with 

*' With his fleek courtly flaves in rich liveries behind : 
" Ten thoufand a year, with To fenfeleft a mind ! 
" How unequal the Deity things doth difpenfe ! 
«< Such wealth to a wretch without feeling or fenfe!" 

" Hold, Thomas, faid William, too fail you proceed, 
" You take but one fide of the quefUon indeed: 
" Suppofe me of power to fay to yourfelf, 
" Here, prefto, Sir Murmurcr, change with that elf: 
j ** Give to him, what I gave you, Refinement of Soul, 
** Senfe, Feeling, Difcernment, Wit, Tafte, — quit the 

whole : 
" In an inftant, come take his ten thoufands, -— vile 

pence— 
«« Be him, fuch a dolt, without Feeling or Senfe." 
You hefitate, Tom — " My good friend, he reply'd, 
" I feel, I am wrong; you have truth on your fide : 
•* The Deity, henceforth, I'll thank and revere— . 
*' A Mind is a balance for thoufands a year." 
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PIOUS MEMORY. 

OCCASIONED BY SEEING THE CHAVES DRIS8ID 
WITH FLOWERS, AT BRECKNOCK IN WALES* 

« 

" TX /"Hither away, fair maid?" I cry'd, 

V V As on old Hund y 's * bank I lay 5 

When, paffing by me, I efpy'd 

A modeft maid in neat array : 
Upon her red, but well-turn'd arm, 

A little wicker-baiket hang ; 
With flow'rs of various hues replete, 

And branches ever-green and young : 
The fragrant bay, the mournful yew, 

The cyprefs, and the dox, were there ; 
The daify py'd, the violet blue, 

The red pink, and the primrofe fair. 
" And why that baflcet on your arm, 

" With all thofe fragrant fweets fupply'd V 
With blufhing look, and penfive air, 

And voice of meeknefs, foft (he figh'd, 
" To yonder church-yard do I hafte 

" To drefs the grave where Henry fleeps ; 
" No maid a truer lover bleft, 

" No maid more faithful lover weeps. 
" Stern death forbade us to unite, 

" Ami cut him down with ruthlefs blow : 
" And now I fpeed to deck his grave, 

" As 'tis our weekly wont to do." 

• A river, which runs by Brecknock. 

Cc The 
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The melancholy cuftom pleas'd : 

She left me wrapp'd in penfive thought ; 
Ideas, (ad, but Toothings rofe, 

When my flow fteps the chnrch-yard fought* 
There, kneeling o'er her Hekky's grave, 

Adorn'd with all her bafeet's ftore, 
The rural maiden, fighing, hong, 

Her eyes with tender tears ran o'er. 
She rais'd thofe eyes, fo full of tears, 

Which now and then ftole down her cheek; 
And much to Heav'a the would have {poke, 

—But forrow would not let her fpeak. 
Yet, though her thoughts could find no vent, 

There is; who reads each honeft mind : 
And the true heart to him devote, 

Shall ample &tura£tion find. 
Then, gentle maiden ! do not fear, 

Again thy Hew ry thou (halt meet: 
Till then thy tender talk purine, 

And ftrew thy greens and flowers fo fweet. 
And you, whom all around I fee, 

The fame dear, mournful taflc employ : 
Ye parents, children, hufbands, wives, 

The melancholy blifs enjoy ! 
Oh ! 'tis delicious to maintain 

Of friends deceas'd a due refped! 
Then bring me floweret's, bring me greens, 

Strait ihall my parents' grave be deck'd? 
And many a friend's (whom faithful love 

Still keeps alive within my breaft,) 
Luxurioufly fad, I'll fee 

With choiceft garlands weekly dreft. 

Come, 
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Come, then, the wicker-baflcet bring, 

Come, memory, and with me go! 
Each lovely flower that breathes the fpring, 

Affectiov's gentle hand frail Jbew : 
A mellow tear of (bothing woe 

Shall o'er the graves fpoataneoos fall; 
While Heav'n the heart's fall wifh (hall hear, 

And to each other grant as all. 
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WMTTfcK IN THE WALKS AT BRECKNOCK. 
tO DR. SQttIRE, tOID BISHO* OF IT, DAVID*** 



«' Ty UDE romantic fiiades, and woods, 

« XV Hanging walks and falling floods! 

" Now, that guih with foaming pride 

" Down the rough rock's fteepy fide : 

" Now, that o'er the pebbles play, 

" Winding round your filver way : 

'* Mountains, that in duflcy cloud, 

" High your facred fummits Jhroud; 

« Whofe variegated fides adorn 

" Fields, and flocks, and groves, and corn, 

" And whited cots, befide the fteep, 

" Where health and labour fweetly fleep j 

" Hail! pleating fcenes I" Amyntas cryM* 

A* by old Hundy's f gurgling fide, 

In carclefs fort his limbs he laid, 

The hoar hill hanging o'er his head. 

. His harp of ancient Btitifh found lay byj 

He feiz'd it rapturous : o'er the firings 
His fingers lightly fly, 

While thus his voice refponfive fings : 

f Set the foregoing poem, p. 193. 
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*• From that teleftial orb, where, thron'd in light, 
" Thou dwell'ft of powers angelic, firft and beft; 
** Oh lovely gratitude I divinely bright, 
" Defcend, ia all thy glowing beauties drefs'd. 
" Goddefs come, and oh ! impart 
" Ail thy ardors to my heart ; 

Tune toy harp, and touch my tongue* 
Give me melody and fong : 
" Sorted notes and numbers bring, 
" 'Tis Paljemon, that I fing : 
" Gratitude, exalt my lays, 
4 * 'Tis my benefactor's praife ! 



III. 



** But where can or numbers, or notes, 

" Sufficiently pleating be found, 
94 To exprefs the due fenfe of his worth, 

" Who my life with fuch comforts hath crownM ? 
•* He mark'd the fmall flock which I fed, 

&' And my diligence gave him delight ; 
4 Young fhepherd, I'll help you,' he faid, 

44 And he plac'd me Hill nearer his fight. 
*' Then he gave me fome Iheep of my own,— • 

«« Oh could 1 the charge but improve L 
•' 'Twould fhew, how I honourM his gift,— — 

•* And would I could merit his love t 
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" But fooner this brook at my feet 

" Shall ceafe in foft murmurs to flow; 
" Thefe moan tains (hall fooner fink down 

" To a plain with the vallies below ; 
" Than mute to his praifes, my tongue 

" Shall ceafe his lov'd name to refound ; 
44 Or my heart to his favours, fo priz'd, 

44 Be ever infenfible found. 

44 Oh! may the great Shepherd of all 

" His life with rich bleffings increafe ; 
44 And fweetly encompafs him round 

44 With plenty, with health, and with peace. 
" On all that partake of his board, 

44 Be happineft largely beftow'd; 
" His wife, be Hill loving and kind ; 

" His children ftill lovely and good ! 
44 And— pafs'd his benevolent days - 

44 'Midft elegant labours of love! f ix 

44 Oh late, ye good angels, his foul 

44 To the feats of the blefled remove !" 

Thus Amyntas fung pleas'd to his harp, 

With Brecon's white walls in his view i 
Many poets much fweeter you'll find ; 

No poet more honeft and true. 

May, 1764. 
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GRATITUDE. AN ODE. 

OCCASIONED BY THE SIGHT OF AN OLD MAN AND 
WOMAN PASSING BY ON FOOT UP A STEEP HILL, 
IN A VlRY HOT DAY, AS THE AUTHOR WAS 
TBAVELLING IN AN EASY VEHICLE INTO KENT. 



I. 



A Wake, awake, the grateful lyre, 
With rapture touch each tuneful firing ; 
Spitit of love, my voice infpire, 

And aid me while the Saviour's praife I ling. 
JBleffed master, whence to me 
All this rich benignity ! 
CalPd from nothing, form'd from earth, 
Thine my being, Thine my birth ; 
What had I, alas! to claim ? 
Freely all thy bounties came! 
If I wonder, why more free 
Flow thofe bounties, Lord, to me, 
Than to tboufand' fons of duft, 
Who prefer a claim as juft ? 
All researches fruitless prove ; 
•~-'Tis the Lord, and it is Love, 



II. 
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II. 



Ah me ! Behold yon' brother toil 
Up that Tandy hill's high length* 

With feeble fteps and flow ; the while 
The thirfty fun-beams drink up all his firengtk ! 
And his back a burden bears, 
And his head is white with cares ; 
On his cheek fits want, all-pale, 
And his languid eye-balls fail $ 
Labour, penury, and he 
Hand in hand, a woeful three! 
Tottering on her ftaff behind, 
• Weak in body, fad in mind, 
Lo— up fhe drags her weary frame, 
His long-approv'd induftrious dame; 
Sighing oft as on. fiie goes, 
Revolving all her long life's woes I 



III. 



Tell me, oh tell, ye aged pair, 

As my flaunting wheels whirl by, 
Can ye behold me, feated here 
With other than a discontented eye ?— 

I marvel not ; and, gracious heav'», 
If aught, fure this may be forgiv'n. 
How they labour ! while I ride, 
Dear affe&ion by my fide. 
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Full health mantling in my eye, 
Gladnefi, peace, vivacity! 
Soothing friendship gives her balm ; 
Soft content her happy calm : 
« Plenty wears me at her breaft,' 
*' Pleafure lulls my foul to reft. 1 
Every hope and fear flows even, 
From their fourcc, firm faith in heav'n! 



IV. 



Thrice Hoxt !— -whence fuch lonre to me! 

Theie, thefe are thine, as well as I : 
My fellowrdmiftiaiM, dear to Thee-— \ 

for, — ah] for them Thou did'ft not fcorn to die ! 

Let me then the thought improve 

Into Gratitude and Love : 

Come, and make my heart Thy home, 

Humanity, bright cherub, come; 

And mj xnmoft. foul imprefs ' * y ^ 

With fynipathetic tendexnefs : 

Time prolong but to befiow \ t 

Balm to every brother's woe: : \A* 

Love I afk— may Love be giv'n ; 

God is Love,— ~and Love is heav'n ! 



I- 
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V E R S £ S 

OCCASIONED BY A FEBSENT OF A MOSS EOSE-BUD, 
FROM MI&S JACKSON OF SOVTHGATB. 



L 



THE flighted: of favours beftow'd by the fair 
With rapture we take, and with tranfport we wear; 
But a moss-woven rose-bud, Eliza, from thee, 
A well-pleafing gift to a monarch would be : 
— Ah ! that illnefs, too cruel, forbidding ibould ftand, 
And refufe me the gift from thine own lovely hand 1 



II. 



With joy I receive it, with plea/tut will view, 
Reminded of thee by its odour and hue; 
" Sweet rofe ! let me tell thee, tho' charming thy bloom, 
" Tho' thy fragrance exceeds Saba's richeit perfume; 
" Thy breath to Eliza's hath no fragrance in't ; 
«• And thy bloom is but dull to her cheek's blufhingdntj 

in. 

" Yet alas ! my fair flower, that bloom will decay, 
** And all thy fine beauties foon wither away ; 
" Though pluck'dby her hand, to whofe touch thou 

" muft own, 
" Harfh and rough h the cygnet's moft delicate down : 

" Thou 
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" Thou too, fnowy hand ; — — nay, I mean not to preach ; 
44 But the rose, lovely moralift ! fuffer to teach." 



IV. 



" Extol not, fond maiden, thy beauties o'er mine, 
They too are fhort-liv'd, and they too mult decline; 
And fmall in conclusion, the difference appears 
In the bloom of few days, or the bloom of lew years ! 
But remember a virtue, the rose hath to boaft, 
—-Its Fragrance remains, when its Beauties are loft/ 1 



Dd 



MORAL PASTORALS. 



THE SON. 

THE GOOD OLD WOMAN. 

THE SERVANT. 

THE MOTHER. 

THE HUSBAND AND WIFE, 

THE BENEVOLENT MAN. 



Aim able en fon air, ma : s humble dans (on flyle, < 
Doit eclater fans pompe une elegante id y lie. 
Son tour fimple et naif n' a rien de faftueux, 
£t n'aime point 1'orgueil d'un vers prefomptueux, 
II faut que fa doceur flate, chatouille, eveille : 
Et jamais dc grands mots n'epouvante Toreille. 

Boil saw de l'Art Poetique, Chant, fecoad. 



PREFACE. 

SOme time fince a learned correfpondent abroad wrote 
me word, that G ESJNER had jail published fomc 
Pastoral or Rural Poems, upon a plan entirety 
new ; which, he heard (for my friend had not read 
them) were of a moral nature ; each poem enforcing 
fome virtue, and all of them inculcating, from rural 
incidents, the whole focial fyftem. I was extremely 
pleafed with the information, and very impatient to fee 
the poems, which I ordered immediately, expecting high 
entertainment : for fond as I have always been of Pafto* 
ral Poetry, it has long appeared to me, that the fubjeft 
has been exhaufted, upon the common plan ; and that 
nothing new can be added, after the great matters^ 
who have excelled fo much ; laviihing all the graces 
of poetry upon every rural idea proper for the nfual kind 
of paftoral fong* There is a time too, I fuppofe, with 
us all, when the contentions of Dap hn is and Cory- 
don concerning the perfections and beauties of their 
mifbrefles, become lefs important $ and furely it is to 
be wiihed that other topics, than thofe of love and 
fong, might employ the*paftoral reed. 

Full of thefe ideas, I received G ESN ER's poems. 
They are before the public, and in our own language : 
the readers of them, therefore, will eafily imagine that 
my difappointment was great : for, though there are 
many pleaiing moral alluiions in them, yet the gene- 
rality of them, it muft be confeiTed, are puerile ; or at 
leaft they come not up, either to the character my 
friend had given, or to the idea I had formed. GESNER 
feems to think, that, for paftoral fecnes, we muft ne- 

ceffarily 
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cefTariiy recur to the. golden age.:! I cannot help dis- 
agreeing intirely with him in this refpeft: Throcri- 
*vs, Virgil, and Sfinsbr, ail excellent in this kind 
of poetry, recurred not to the golden age.— -But al- 
lowing this to be indifpenfably requifoe in paftoral 
poetry, no modern, certainly, fhoeld attempt it : for 
there is a peculiar difguft ari£ng in the mind, on pe» 
rnfcng the compofiuon of a modern, in which perpetual 
aUnnon is made to that heathen fyftem, which we know 
the modern utterly explodes : we cannot bear to read 
«f Japiters, Junos, Pans, Fauns, Dryads, and Meta- 
morphofes in a GESNER. In a Theocritus cur a 
.Virgil they do well : the faith and enthafiafm of the 
writers give a fandion to their fyftem ; and we caa 
read, without offence, what we know was the creed of 
their times. 

But I mean not to enter on a large difcuifion of this 
topic ; it has been abundantly confidered already* 
PmLL!P8's,GAy's,andPoFR's paftorah called forth the 
attention of the literati to this matter ; and they who 
woeld fee more on the head, may confalt the papers 
and difiertationa* which appeared at that period, and 
on that occaiion *• 

I am only concerned to lay before the reader a fhort 
hiftory of what gave rife to the poems, which at 
prefent offer themfelves for his entertainment. — Di £> 
mtisfied with GESNER, and having my thoughts 
turned to the fiibje& of paftoral poetry, by means of 
Ms book, I fat down to amufe myfelf during an agree* 

* let me refer particularly to Mr. Johnfoa «n thti Subject. 

Ranhu, Np. xixvu Ac, 

able 
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abl£ recefs, and a few leifnre hoars, with writing fome 
paftorah on the plan, which I conceived GESNER 
had purfued ; and which* if he had purfued, he would 
utterly have precluded any attempt of mine. I formed 
my plans* as much from nature and real characters as 
I could : and fevcral incidents in rural life helped me, 
during my ftay in die iiland of Th anbt •* Laftfnni* 
mer I finiflied four of tfce-paftorals ; which fevcral of 
my friends approving* at their perfuafion I finiflied the 
other two. during the fame agreeable recefs this year f : 
and muft freely acknowledge, that from the ideas, 
which they necenarily called forth* I received great 
(atisfa&ion, and had no fmall pleafiire in the compofU 
tion. What GESNER fays of himfelf, I can in a great 
meafure adopt t " The following poems are the pro- 
duce of fome of the moll delightful moments of my 
life: what fituation indeed can be more delightful 
than that in which our paffions are becalmed, and 
the a&ive imagination tranfports us* from the groffer 

* The incident ot the Cradle, mentioned at the beginning of 
the fourth pafioral, The Mother j and the circumftance of the 
Quarrel at the beginning of the fifth paftoral, The Husband and 
Wit 2, were real. The chara&er of the Good Shepherd, is drawn 
from a peribn in that rank, of life in Northampton (hi re, in whof* 
converfation, in the fields, the Author hath frequently had great plea- 
fuie, and whole praife is beyond all that the paftoral fpealts of him* 
In drawing the picture of The Benevolent Man, I am pleafed to 
fay, that I have fallen wort of my amiable original : and My 
good old Woman will pardon me, if I have not done her the ju- 
ftjee /he deferves*- 

t 1763* 

E e fcenes 
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fcenes of thii iron age > to thofe of aft age of gold !— 
Every defcfiption of the charms Of tranquillity an<§ 
happy rtp&e, c«ntiot Ail to give pleafure to weU~ 
tuned minds j thofe foenai which poetry borrows from 
real natnre, pleailng m by fo mack the more, as* 
they feem to bear fome refemblance to thofe fitn*~ 
tkms in Which we are the moik happy. I fometimes 
leave the bufy world in tBfgnft, and 6ek relief in 
the charms of ratal foiltude : there the furrounding 
beauties of nature ibon divert die difagreeable fenfa~ 
don* I brought with me. Enraptured by the variegated 
profpefts* and irifpired with a thoa&fcd agreeable (en- 
dmcnts* I think myielf is happy at a nepherd in the 
golden age, and at rich as a king.'* 

My application to bufinefB, during die winter* g«* 
nerally obliges me, for the recruidng my health and 
Spirits, to retire for a little time in tUmmar from att 
employment ; and during that period, and that period 
only, I cohvcrie with the Mxj*e» with whom, at Othtf 
times, feverer and better occupations forbid me any 
jpfftfpondefrce. This occasional vi4t, therefore, may, 
f hope, well be pardoned ; and if the prefent perfor- 
mances, the tbnfequence of fuch a vifit, contain no- 
thing bat What may ferve the taufe of virtue, the molt 
rigid,' I may reafonably expett, will not be oftnded at 
them. If ail the graces and excellencies of poetry are 
not found in them, let the candid remember, that the 
author prefumes nbt to afle&that high chara&er : — 
a Post is a rare production J and amongft , the number 
of rhymers and writers, a genuine fon of the Mnfes is 
but feldom to be found : a Shakespeare, aSpENSEfc, 
a Milton, are the comets of an age. 

MORAL 



MO RAL PASTORALS. 



PAQTOHAt Tfie FIRST* 

THE. SON. 

THE NOT, CPLINST, 

WHere SakumV verdant plain extends around, 
Like the vail world of waters, without bound; 
A turf-built cot, fee ! Thbnot's labour form, 
To guard from fummer r s fun, and winter's florin ; 
Safe ihelter'd there, on mfiip pipe he plays. 
The while his matter'* flock fecurejy ftraya : 
A larger flock to field do mefter leads, 
Nor any flock more careful Jhepherd fcedi. 

One fummer's day, young CoIixet, to Jhen 
The' melting fervor of the mid-day fun, 
In Thenot's cooly hut rcrrtfljmfnt fought ; 
And Themot's heart, with gniltfs friendship fraught? 
Welcom'd, while room remain'd, each fu/ain with glee* 
No fnarling cur in lonely manger, he ! 
Scarce, on the graffy feat, reclut'd, his gueft 
The hut's reviving cool began to tafte, 
Ere The mot cried (for what engrpflhs thought 
By natural inftincl to the tongue is brought) 
'< Oh CoLiKET,-«-lafl: night l-r^- But you was there, 
'< At the Jed (bene, where elos'd my matter's care, 
'* To earth-cold bed his aged rather giv'n, 
" Whom his dear love had kept fo long from heav'n." 

E e z c o L I N E T, 
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C O L I N E T. 

Yes, Thbmot, I was there-— and, fhepherd, fay 
Who of the neighbouring hamlets was away? 
Nor— tho' I wifh'd within my penfive breaft 
To be young Palamon, fb good and bleft,— 
Could I refrain from oft-repeated fighs, 
Or flop the tears faft trickling from my eyes ! 
Oh, happy {on!— what different fates we prove ! 
I'm fore'd, my Thehot from a father's love ; 
Far from his dear embrace tompell'd to roam 
In queft of daily bread, deny'd at home ! 

THENOT, 

Let not that grieve yon, fhepherd— •well yon know 
What mighty things from finall beginnings flow : 
Once, like ourfelves, the matter, whom we love, 
His fleecy charge to field for others drove ; 
Poor was his fire, and " He was fbre'd to roam, 
" like us, in fearch of daily bread from home :" 
But, faithful to his trait, he rofe to fame, 
Which kindly to the 'sqyiai convey'd his name. 
Induflrious ihepherds he delights to aid, 
And foon his tenant our young mailer made. 

Scarce was he fix'd-— with true affection fraught* 
Ere his old parents from the dale he brought : 
Like that young fhepherd, Scripture's book commends. 
Who call'd from Canaan all his houfe and friends : 
And like that fhepherd, he by heaven is crown'd. 
His crops are plenteous, and his flocks abound. 



CO L I N t T. 
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C O L I N E T. 

No wonder, Th knot : the commandment 67s 
Who love their parents, ihall have happy days 1 
And well the minifter obferv'd laft night, 
That God in duteous children takes delight; 
And feldom fufters them on earth to prove 
Want of his favour and paternal love, 

T H E N O T. 

Is not our Pal amok, a proof, good fwain ? 
See thofe brave lheep, that cover all the plain ! 
How white their fleeces,— -and what Hardy lambs 
Skip by the fides of their twin-bearing dams : 
Look to his herds, what cows fuch udders bear—* 
And can you match with his the fattening fleer ? 
See with what flacks his ample yard is crown'd ; 
Hark, how his barns with conftant flails refound! 
Peace in his hooie hath fix'd her dear abode ; 
His wife is loving, and his children good. 
On all he hath, methinks I read impreft, 
" Thus is the man, who loves, his parents, blefl!" 
*— Told I you, Shepherd, how I heard one day, 
(As by the green-wood fide I chanc'd to flray) 
His filial bleflings on his fleeping fire ? 
•— Oh how his goodnefs did my bofom fire I 

COLINET. 

Come, let me hear : and I in turn can tell 
Something, will pleafe my Thenot full as well. 



THENOT, 
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THENOT. 

Returning home one eve, bis fire he found 
Beneath an oak reclin'd, in fleep profound : ' 

The green-fward only waa hit humble bed* 
His hand the pillow for hit hoary head. 
With arms acrofs, the Con attentive flood, 
Now, with fix'd eyes hit darling father view*d % 
Now rais'd thofe eyes to Him, who rules above, 
Big with rich tears of gratitude and love ! 
" Oh thou, faid he, next heav'n revered and Mtft r " 
•' Sweet is thy flumber — fweet the good man's reft ! "* 
Thy tottering fbotfteps hither bent their way, 
In prayer to fpend the ftill decline of day ! 
And I, thrice happy, in thofe pray 'rs have fcarM, 
Prayers, which ail-bounteous heaven hath ever heard*! 
Elfe wherefore thus my farm fecurely ftands r 
44 WhenceeUethofefeitilecrops,whichcrownmyUnds?^ 
•' When, leaning on my arm, with feeble feet 
Late pafs'd my fire to (hare th' enlivening heat* 
And view the profpeft, which the mid-day yields, 
Of retting flocks, rich fruits, and fertile fields, 

* Grown grey in peace on thefe lovM plains, he cry'd, 

* May peace for ever on thefe plains refide, 

*■ Soon o'er far happier plains ordain'd to rove, 

* Oh, bleft, for ever bleft be thefe I love !' 

" And muft I then that hour affli&ed view ? 
** And bid thee, father, beft of friends, adieu ! 
#t Mufl I fcrfoon ? *~~ But in rememhrance dear, 
" O'er thy belov'd remains a tomb I'll rear ; 
** And ever yearly at thy fhrine will pay 
# * Due facred honours each returning day ; 









I 
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c « I'll ftrew my father's grave with floors around, 
«« And from defilement guard the hallow'd ground ; 
«* And — which I know will pleafe his fpirit beft, 
*« Take each occafion to relieve th* oppreft, 
*« To footh the fed, and make the wretched bkft." 

He paus*d>-^and while the tears, fpontaneous ran, . 
"With Heady gaze, he view'd the good old man : 
** How at his eafe he fleeps *■- what placid grace 
«' Irradiates foft hit venerable face i 
** Doubtfcfs his virtuous deed* employ his dreams 2 
" O'er all his countenance fuch gobdnefs beams ! 
" Such peace ferene fits throa'd upon hit brow : 
4 < Oh, bleffing piety !— oh bkft man thou ! 
« — But let me wake thee, left fame dire difeafe 
4t Spring from this falling dew, and evening breeze."' 

Then, Hooping down, his cheek he gently preft, 
His much lov'd lire to raife from dangerous reft : 
Bleffing his fan, the much JovM lire arofe, 
To find at home lefs hazardous repofe *. 

Now, Colinbt, in turn, if able, tell 
Something you think will pleafe me full as well. 

COLINET, 

Not tong ago, as happening to paft by, 
I faw him — and a tear o'ercharg'd my eye : — r 
Slow lead his weak old fire to {hare the fun ; 
Whom, having feated, with much fpeed he run, 

• The author Mh&tift ft* flftKrft from this pfefiagc, hut that of 
a mere verflfler : the tkttigftt taring wholly taken from one of 
O ESN£k*s rural pottot, WflM Alvamus, 



And 
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And from the houfe a bowl capacious brought 
With warm refreihment for his father fraught t 
With tender care he gave the genial bowl, 
While every gcfture fpoke his filial foul. 
" Bleftfon, blcft father!" faidj, fad, andfighM; 
And full of thought, acrofs the meadow hied. 

T H £ N O T. 

You bring that famous daughter to my thought. 
Who her old father— (as the fermon taught) 
So long with milk from her own bofom fed. 
At dungeons dauntlefs, nor by death difmay'd** 
And thus affc&ionate, if right, I ween 
In fuch a cafe our mailer would have been. 

COLJNET, 

Joy to his life — but joy will fure attend ; 
A friend his confciencej and high heav'n a friend s 
His fons (hall blefs him, and his grandfons prove 
Zealous to copy and repay his love ! 

• At the bottom of the print of the Roman Daughter are in- 
Jcribed thcfe lines : 

Hinc pater, htnc natus : charitas me impellit utrinque, 
Sed prius banc faro, gignere quern nequeo. 

ENGLISHED. 
My child and father vital nurture crave, 
Parental, filial, fbndnefs both would fare j 
But if, a nurfling, only one can live, 
1 choofe to foe that life I cannot give* P. 



Like 
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lake feme majcftk cedar mall he land, 

His nnmeions bunch e s fprcading o'er the land. 

And, ok ! might Colikbt bat hope to ttace 

His bleft example, thou gh with diftant pace; 

Might be bat hope bis ire again to fee, 

And tend bis wants, good Pa lam ok, like thee ! 

Bat, filly fhepherd-boy, thy wiih bow vain— 

Who fcarce can't food and mny raiment gain ! 



TQENOT. 
Griere not for that, yoong fwain* theGon, whom 



Are wife and wonderons, by fbange means can raifc : 

Bear bat an honcft heart, and do tby bell, 

And to the foveragn fhepherd leave the reft! 

I too coold wiih, perchance, and make complaint ; 

—Bat there's no jewel, Colik, like content. 

Thas grateful The hot fang his mailer's farne-*- 
When Thtksis to the hat with Cuddy came : 
Lads, JkilTd in ringing both : they took their feat, 
And chcarM the Jhepherds with their ditties fweet, 
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t AITOtAL THB SECOND. 

THE GOOD OLD WOMAN. 

SUSAN. LUCY. 

TH & fat dedin'd \ and ruddy milk-maids found* 
Their evening notice rural Esher round, 
Beating their cleanly pails, to field they go, 
And well the pleating fign their partners know : 
Oft at the ftile they wait, and clank the pail ; 
Arid faithful Jhepherds ne'er are known to fail. 

It chanc'd one evening Susan of the dell, 
Susan mid'ft Esheh's maids who bore the bell* 
Later than uftial, by fome chance delay'd, 
Tripp'd k alone to milking o'er the mead : 
Rare hap— — fince, anxious, every fhepherd ftrove 
To walk with Susan, and engage her lore : 
For the fair features of her modeft face, 
Her Jhapft and flriri were but her tneaneft grace; 
Though face more fair ne'er gladden'd fhepherd's fight, 
A fliape more taper, or a fkin more white : 
But, more attra&ing far, the maid poffeft — 
A heart fo tender in her gentle bread, 
So fweet her manners, and fo free from guile, 
Such {oft good-nature fpoke in every fmile, 

• It is a common cuftom, in many country villages, for the 
milk-maids, when they go a milking, to fummon their compa- 
nions, by beating a kind of tat-too on their pails with their ikim-» 
ming-diihca* 

Sa 
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So mock Jhe sought to comfort, please and aid* 
That old and young alike efteem'd the maid. 
And ever, as Ike failing pa&M along. 
This was the language of each heart and tongue ; 
«' Bebleft, dear Susan! may onr village fee 
*' Another good old womai live in thee !" 
For through the village was her grand-dame known 
More by this appellation, than her own ; 
By all, with icFcicncc lovM : and happy Sob 
Each truth important from her lefibns drew. 

As to the brook lbe came, which murmuring leads 
Its winding current through the freJhen'd meads, 
Juft on the bridge fhe Lucy met— whole care 
Her eye and cheek too ipealringly declare! 
For haplefe Lucy, with fid forrow ifaore 
To banifh from her heart a worthlefs love. 

" Ah Lucy, Susan cried, confeis the truth ; 
" Knit you thofe fioddngs for fame favourite youth ?" 
—For then did Lucy's careful hands compose 
From the beft yarn, a pair of milk-white hofe. 

LUCY. 

No, Susan ! no, let happier girls approve 
By pleafing gifts their well-accepted love : 
Your Luc y no fuch gentle lot enjoys ; 
Her hands not Lovb, but Gratitude employs. 

SUSAN. 

Oh fweet employ! for what can make us blcft, 
Like the good feelings of the grateful brealt ? 
Love has its joys,-*— and* Lucy, it has pains; 
But Love, with Gratitude triumphant reigns. 

F f 2 Your 
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Vow work is neat-— the yarn, ftrong, White and 

clean: — 
But fay, for whom do you this prefent mean I 

LUCY. 

For her, whofe kind advice and tender care 
Preferv'd me from deftru&ion's artful fnare ; 
From that vile (hepherd, who, infidious/ftrove 
Wedded to win me to a wedded love! 
Ah, hard of hearty and cruel to deceive ; 
And fimple I, (b quickly to believe ! 
You know the tale— and therefore can divine 
For whom this little tribute I defign — 
By far too mean :— a better could I give, 
A better far, you know, fhe fhould receive* 
But fooner (hall this river backward run, 
And fooner where he fets, fliall rife the fun ? 
Sooner thefe fheep fhall change their wool for hair, 
And thofe fweet lambs, like wolves, their mothers tear; 
Than ever Lucy's heart forgetful prove 
Of all our good old woman's care and love ! 

SUSAN. 

You cannot wonder, Lucy, that I hear, 
With joy, the praifes of a friend ib dear : 
—But truth it is, fhe lives on every tongue, 
Alike the fav'rite of the old and young. 

LUCY. 

What marvel, Susan, that the old revere 
Wifdom, which dignifies the hoary hair? 

Goodnefs 
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Goodnefs unfeign'd, which vice itfclf might charm, 
And piety, which coldeil hearts would warm. 
What marvel , that the young admiring fee 
Youth's fweetnefs, mix'd with age's gravity ? 
Such tender care their pleasures to encreafe * 
Pleafures compleat of innocence and peace: 
Such anxious zeal, thofe dangerous paths to ihow, 
Which, feeming lovely, lead to certain woe ! 

r 

SUSAN, 

Remembers not my Lucy well the day 
When you all chofe me lady of the May; 
How to our fports (he came, with fmiling face, 
And, pleas'd to view our paftime, took her place ? — 
Her prefence joy difFus'd : the fhepherds ftrove 
Who moil fhould win her notice and her love •: 
The maidens danc'd with rapture in her fight ; 
To gain her notice was to gain delight : 
How high our mirth ! and yet how decent all ! — - 
Not one foul word ev'n Cornish Ned let fall ! 
What pow'r has genuine goodnefs !— and you know, 
When from the gladfome plain fhe rofe to go, 
All round her came, and thanks and bleflings (hed, 
Innumerous, on her ancient pious head : 
While thus flie, tenderly, herfelf exprefs'd, 
" Children, farewell :• be innocent and bleft 1" 

LUCY. 

In age, how rarely, Susan, do we find 
Thefe pleating qualities fo fweetly join'd ! 
Too oft morofenefs dwells with wrinkled care, 
Envying thofe pleasures it no more can (hare ; 

Old 
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Old Mors a fliews it,— whofe ill-boding tongue 
For ever croaks, that all we do is wrong— 
Malevolent and harm, yoo hear her praife 
Times which are paft, and cenfure prefent days. 
•—Ah howjunlike!— No fendments fevere 
From your good grand-dame on the age we hear : 
Unlefs perchance fome folly to explode, 
To guard from vice, or to inculcate good, 
Tales of paft times fhe tells ; which old and young, 
Attentive hear, nor ever think too long. 
—Well — Let me own, that nothing can engage 
My heart and love, like wife and chearful age ! 

SUSAN. 

Then, then for ever in my Lucy's heart 
Muft my lov'd mother claim an ample part i 
Her wifdom all the hamlets round confefs ; 
Your own experience, Lucy, fpeaks no lefs: 
Nay, figh not, maiden, but rejoice to think 
Her counfel fav'd you from deftru&ion's brink : 
Learn chearfulnefs from her; and learn the way 
By which ferene (he regulates each day. 
To Qod her firft, her earlieft duty giv'n, 
Each hour glides on, dependent upon heav'n : 
Each focial office happily difcharg'd, 
To all the world her heart humane enlarged, 
She lives to blefs, — - far as her pow'r extends, 
The belt of ChrifHans, and the firft of friends. 

LUCY. 

Yes, Susan, yes, I know how me imparts 
The balm of comfort to afflt&ed hearts : 

I know 
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I know with what delight flic brings relief 

To beds of ficknefs, and the houfe of grief : 

When late the rot confum'd oar flocks around. 

When juft before the murrain fpread the ground 

With carcafes of cattle— -ftrangely dead ! 

And ev'ry fanner hung his drooping head : 

Remember, how from houfe to houfe fhe went* 

Confoling all, and minili'ring content : 

That — to the ftroke of Providence refign'd, 

A murmurer 'mongft us it was hard to find ! 

Ah bleil good woman ! —and for private deeds, 

How much her merit all our praife exceeds ! 

I faw her enter yefterday the door, 

Where lies unhappy Lob bin, tick, and poor: 

My heart rejoic'd — if envious I could be, / 

Susan, of girls I moft fhould envy thee! 

SUSAN. 

Much am I bleft, my Lucy ; may I prove 
Worthy the dear example which I love ! 
With Heps, howe'er unequal, may I tread 
The peaceful paths, where fhe delights to lead ! 
And if— "But fhepherds flatter,— -and to me 
They've learn'd, no flattery can fo welcome be- 
Yet if my person any femblance bears, 
Oh may my mind and deeds refemble hers! 

But, on this theme, forget I time and place, 
And fee, the evening fun declines apace : 
$he'U think me long:— I muft to field away— 

LUCY. 

Let me not caufe her pain, or urge your flay, 
Tho' more, much more, methinks I had to fay. 
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But with my prefent I'll tomorrow come, 
'Twill then be finiih'd ; and you'll be at home? 
Our conversation fo we may renew— 
Your hand> dear Susan *— beft of girls — adieu ! 

God blefs my deareft Lucy, Susan cry'd ; 
Then, fouling, crofs'd the bridge, and field-ward hy'd. 
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PASTORAL THE THIRD. ' . 

THE SERVANT, 

LOBBIN. PERIGOT, 

AH Pericot, my lad,— -why ftand yon here? 
Thus leaning on your crook, and full of care. 
Come doff your doublet, take your beft array. 
Make hafte, and (hare the paitime of the day. 

PERIGOT. 

See, Lob b in, what a numerous flock I keep; 
And fee, how much the flies torment the fheep : 
They gad about fo much, that Tray and I 
Have work enough all day to keep them nigh : 
And almofl every minute, as you view,— 
Look there— —a plague on that old black- fac'd ewe, 
She always leads them wrong; —hark -—fetch 'em, 

Tray: 
I cannot keep them from the wheat away. 
Oh that the time of harveft were but come, 
Then might I (it at eafe, and fee them roam ! 

LOBBIN. 

Phoh ! Shepherd, never mind, they do no harm; 
Or corn or grafs, 'tis all your mailer's farm. 
What matters which they eat— or how they're fed ? 
Come, come, let's haflen to Duke William's head : 
Befides the hat at nine-rpins, all who choofe 
May run in facks, boy— for a pair of ihoes, 

G g New, 
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New, neat's-fkin, and well-nail'd,— but, better ftill, 
Our Surry Dick has challenged Kentish Will 
To try a bout at fingle-ftick, they fay ; 
Then, Perigot,— what lad would be away? 

PERIGOT, 

That lad am I; — - for tho*— as you can tell 

At ninc*pint few could Perigot excel : 

Tho 1 well I lov'd our village fports to (hare, 

The firft, in merriment, at wake or fair ; 

My duty, Lobbin, now I better know. 

Than to fbrfake my charge, and idling go 

At every call, without my mailer's leave, 

Wailing the moments I can ne'er retrieve ; 

And bringing home at night— the fpend-thrift's part, 

A muddled head, and difcontented heart, 

LOBBIN. 

Rare maxims truly ! and where got you thefe ? 
Preach to your fheep, my boy, and talk to trees 1 
Our fhepherd lads will only laugh to hear 
— - A matter's interefts to our fports prefer! — 
That will not Lobbin, ever : for I trow 
They to our fports fuch preference will not (hew. 
Then be they pleas'd or not, I'l have my day : ' 
For if one will not do, another may. 

PERIGOT. 

Rare maxims too ! but know an honeft fwain 
Hears and rejects fuch maxims with difdain ! 
Remember, lad, a faying of your own, 
« No mofs is gather'd by a rolling ftone i" 

So 
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So once you told mc, with a piteous face, 
When, wand'ring up and down, from place to place, 
Your purfe was empty, and your cloaths were naughty 
And your vain heart was humble, as it ought. 
Now, fince at Argol's board you live fo well, 
Your naughty heart again begins to fwell. 
But, Twain, be careful, or too fure you'll find, 
You fotf the billows, and will reap the wind ! 

LOBB IN. 

Something I reap— for on my back I bear- 
Cloaths, full as good as thou didft ever wear : 
My hat's as &ne f my dockings are not wofie, 
And here, here's money, grey-beard, in this purfe ! 
So ceafe your faws :— To-day's delights I'll (hare; 
The doubtful morrow for itfelf may care ! 

P £ R I G O T. 

Ah filly fwain,— -and to the future blind, 
Sure fome black demon hath poftefs'd your mind ! 
For grant— tho' Lob bin, I have doubts and fears,—— 
Your honeft hire in that fame purfe appears : 
Yet what you boaft is all that you poflefsj 
And how you long to make that little lefs ! 
But think, my friend, from fervice if diftnift, 
Where will you live, and how will you fubfiH? 
Will the old landlord at yon fame Duke's Head, 
Who courts your money now, then give you bread f 
No, no, be fure, he'll turn you from his door, 
When once he finds you pennylefi and poor. 
Or, if by ficknefs to your bed confin'd* 
What /ecret anguifh will opprefs your mind* 

Gg? T* 
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To view no hofpitaWe matter nigh, - 

No gentle miftrefs witk a pitying eye, 

Anxious their good domeJHc to reftore, 

Repaying thus each fervice o'er and o'er. 

Oh pleafing ftate !—— how different thine, to moan 

Sick, faint, and poor, negle&ed and alone. 

L O B B I N. 

No fancy'd ills, impoffible and vain, 
Difturb my peace, or give a moment's pain : 
We (hall catch larks, my lad, when fall the ikies j 
So fave your breath, nor be fo wondrous wife i 
For, think not, friend, to teach me what to do ; 
I can both read and write as well as you. 

PUIGOT. 

So much the worfe; — the pow'r without the will 
But makes your guilt and folly greater Hill : 
For read you ne'er fo well, you never look, 
I know it, Lob bin, in that holy book, 
Which brings fuch blelTed tidings to our ears, 
So warms our hopes, and diffipates our fears I 
Where we are taught, that, provident o'er all, 
Rules the dread Sov'reign of the fubjeft ball, 
A general father ; whofe impartial care 
Alike the mailer and the fervant fhare : 
Their lots, tho' different here, the fame thfeir fate 
In the high manfions of a future ftate ; • 

If firm fidelity they learn to fliow 
In all the duties of their place below. 

Chear'd by this thought, no labours feem feveie 
Thro' the long watchings of the toilfoine year : 

Led 
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X&d by this hope, I live, with conftant eye 
To Him my mighty matter in the iky : 
And humbly Hill endeavour to approve 
By faithfulnefs on earth, my heav'nly love* 

Thus pafs I, like a pilgrim, on my way, x ' 

Hoping for better things fome future day : 
Like thofe bleft ftiepherds, who in tents abode, 
Strangers on earth, but denizens with God ; 
Who now rejoice, their faith's high end attain'd, 
With Him; who not the ihepherd's name difdain'd, 
Him, who his chofen flock not only fed, 
But for that flock— oh gracious Shepherd— -bled! 

LOBBIN. 

Why Per 1 got, my lad, thy flock forfake* 
And like the cobler Dick, to preaching take ; 
Get a joint ftool, like his : thou'lt drive a trade, 
Nor him alone, but thou wilt much exceed 
The bawling parfon, who, the other day, 
So long on our wind-mill did fing and preach and pray ! * 
There thou haft learnt this gravity, I trow, 
And rather after him would'ft, groaning, go, 
Than fhare the paftimes at the houfe below. * 



{ 



PBRIGOT, 

Spare your vain jibes, for, fhepherd, be it known, 
I gad not after preachers up and down : 
Nor time have I, nor need,— -content to hear, 
Two fermons -every Sabbath thro' the year : 
And our good vicar — But why tell it thee, 
Who'd'ft rather fleep, than at a fermon be ? 

— Well, 
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•—Well, well, laugh on:-— but they who win ihotild 

jeft; 
And fare I am, that Peiigot is bleft 
Far beyond Lob bin in his prefent ftate. 
In future hopes the difference how great ! 
—My mailer's love by confidence is ihown, 
And all his interefts thus become sty own : 
One of his houlhold, his delights I (hare ; 
And feel his pleafure, as I feel his care. 
Dear are his children ; dearer (till they prove. 
As I experience their unartful love. : 
And dearer yet they grow, when pleas'd I find 
Their gentle mother to my wants fo kind. 
Conne&ed thus, I aft a focial part, 
And live a life quite fuited to my heart ! 
No folitary elf, —and here I truft 
At length to mingle with my native duft f 
Rejoic'd if, like Petjluchio *, who of late 
In his good matter's houfe refign'd to fate, 
I too, — thrice happy* — mould my matter have, 
With all his family, attend my grave ; 
Smiting their breafts, and ikying, with a tear, 
" A good and faithful fervant refteth here." 
This be my praife ; and for this praife I'll live : 
Your paftimes, Lob bin, no fuch joys can give. 

LOBBIK, 

' *. 

. s 

Why, Perigot, 'tis truth:— you touch my heart; 
Shepherd, indeed you chufe the better part, 

• See the «« Rebellions oaPeath.'' Chap. *vi. 

I'll 
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I'll think to-morrow well of what you fay,— 
-—Bat can't forego—— the pleafures of to-day! 

Thus, with a laugh, the dolt departing cry'd; 
While the good fhepherd ihook his head, and figh'd! 
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PASTORAL THE FOURTH. 

THE MOTHER. 

£GON. ARGOL 

NOW, with their fickles on their flioulders plac'd, 
The reapers to the field delighted hade ; 
The falling wheat fills each induftxious hand, 
And the brown fhocks adorn the laughing land. 

It chanc'd, as jEgon, who, worn out with toil, 
Sequefter'd lives, in Th a net's fertile ifle; 
Fair ifle, for plenty fam'd, whofe white cliffs round. 
Roar the wild waves of ocean's realms profound : 
" Of life meet emblem," oft the fage would cry, 
Thofe waves when viewing with a thoughtful eye : 

As from his little cot one morn he far'd, 
To view the labours he no longer fhar'd ; 
On the wheat- fieldy with wonder and delight* 
He faw a pleafing, but unufual fight ; 
A cradle caught his view ! — — with eager pace 
Tho' tottering on his ftaff, he fought the pjace; 
And with his withered hand, flow turn'd afide 
The humble curtains, where he ftrait efpy'd , 
A little innocent, in flumber lay'd 1 
He look'd— - and fmil'd, and (hook his fnowy heads 
*' Ah lovely babe, I too am helplefs grown, 
" Thy ftate, faid he, refembles much my own." 

Full of the ills of infancy and age, 
A thoufand thoughts his bufy mind engage : 
When, turning at the ftubble's ruftling found, 
The reaper, Argol, juit at hand he found : 

Arcol, 
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Ablgol, a fwain of manly fenfc pofieft, 

Of upright heart, and fympathetic breaft. 

" Argolj faid he, for threefcore years and more 

" My fey the and fickle in thefe fields I bore ; — 

** And let me tell thee, lad, but/ew could claim* 

" For handling either a fuperior fame : 

'* But thro' thefe years, if mem'ry ferves me right, 

" Ne'er fiw I in the fields fo fweet a fight $ 

<f Behold that babe ! what innocence is fpread 

** O'er its lov'd face — what lively white and red! 

" How came it here, and who the infant keeps, 

" Infenfible of danger, while it fleeps ? 

" Falfe could a mother prove to fuch a care, 

" Angels themfelves would watch delighted there." 

A R O O L. 

Look, Agon, *midft the reapers you furvey 
A woman bear the burden of the day : 
Mark how (he toils— by true affe&ion drawn, 
The fame to fetting Sun from riling dawn ! 
In her the mother of the babe you fee— ^ 
Sweet infant, that, and fweeter mother, (he : 
The wife of honeft Thyrsis ; him you know, 
Who feeds the flock of M yco there below* 

iEGON. 

Then, lovely babe, thy lot is truly bled, 
Sleep on fecure ; of mothers thine the beft ! 
Arcol, I know her well; and oft employ'd 
(While greater ftrength my feeble frame enjoy'd, 
And I fo far could walk) a pleafing hour, 
In their neat cot— but now I want the power : 

H h So 
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So weak I'm grown— - 'tis time to quit the ftage j 

Sad is the burden, fon, of helplefs age 1 

And ah, poor babe, what floras remain for thee 

To weather out on life's tenapeftu/jqs fea I 

Juft launch'd upon its waves, wild, deep and wide $— ■* 

While I (thank heav'n) almoft in harbour tide 1 

Thy mother's capes, 'tis true) thy courfe will aid $ 

But all her carts that dangerous courfe will need* 

A R G O L. 

JEgov, on life whatever perils wait, 
You know, we fhould not murmur at our ftate : « 
Much reverence and grajitu/le we owo 
To Him, wfco fix'd us, m our rank below : 
And tho' 'tis certain, (forms and rocks abound 
In yon wide waters, yet a way is found 
For ponderous vdjels, which the pilot's hand 
Safely directs to ey'ry diftant land. 
So is it fa$,.— " if good inftru^tions fhow 
" The path of wisdom, where the child fl*ould go ; 
" Early train'd up, and. trayell'd in the way, 
" Ne'er from the track deluded will he ftray." 
And well, we know, our Tbyisis' careful wife 
Directs her children in t\c road of life : 
You've feen her houfe, and therefore you can tell 
How much in reading, working, they excel ; 
How humble. and; good~svanner'4, clean and neat,— - 
On Th a net's Mte fuca chil4ren you'll not meet* 

£GON. 

* 

Ait col, thy words are wife : goon, young fwaijn, 
And every day increafe of wifdom gain. ; 

Age 
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Age, 'tis its weaknefs— full of aches and pains, 
Thinks of life's numerous evils, and complains. 

I'll tell thee, Argol, if each mother flrove 
To train her children in their Maker's love ; 
To teach thofe duties, which their plate demands, 
To give them honeft hearts, and working hands* 
Like her, whofe little babe lies fleepihg here ; 
Lefs might we th6ri life's vent'rous voyage fear. 
Yes; I haye fe£n her, with her children round, 
(And iri the fight fereneft pleafure found) 
Divide their fevefal talks with mild command, 
And give to induftry each little Rand ; 
While fhe, good mother, cafts oh each a look, 
Their fole inftru&fefs Or at work, or book : 
So the fond hen, which to my mind me brings, 
Her chickens feed*, arid broods beneath her wings. 

In church, -;— for never on a Sabbath-day 
Is Thyrsis, or his family away, — 
How pleating is the fight ! all neat and clean, 
Alike are parents and their children feen ; 
And their behaviour — a reproof how true 
To farmer Brown's young loobies in next pew! 

I've wondef'd oft, how this induftrious wife, 
AmidH the labours of domeftic life, 
Such time' and pains can to her children fpare ; 
Cloath with fuch neatnefs, teach them with fuch care : 
While almb^r alt the cottage' bairn* around 
In dirt, and rags, and ignorance are found ! 
Yet TAyrsis earns not more than other fwains; 
And tho' (he labours with the utmoft pains, 
Scanty, at bell, God knows, are women's gains. 

Hh £ ARGOL. 
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A R G O L. 

JEgov, when anxious, as we ought, to live ; 
What cannot chearful induftry atchieve ? 
And fliall we doubt, when, for our daily food 
We ufe thofe means, which Faith pronounces good* 
That He, who feeds the ravens when they cry, 
Will not behold us with propitious eye ? 
If Birds are from our Father's bounty fed, 
Will He from Children hold their needful bread ? 
Full of this faith, the cordial of the heart, 
O&r couple firft to heav'n perform their part : 
At morn and eve the fuppliant (cnee they bend, 
While round their little lifpiqg-ones attend : 
Then, looking ftill to Gop, with chearful eye. 
To their life's labour gladly they apply. 

'Twas but lad fummer Mir a learn'd to wield 
The dented fickle in the wheaten field; 
A toil too hard for women, as we thought, 
'Till Marian, from the North, the cullom brought ; 
Soon as (he faw that lafs the fickle ply, 
Joyful flie cry'4^" I too my ftrength will try : 

The fickle will I take, and do my belt, 

My poor endeavours xqay perchance be bleft ; 

'Twill make me happy but a mite to earn ; 

And ey'ry art of induftry I'd learn ; 

For, fliall my Thy rsi s, thro' tjie painful year, 
" No rcfpite know, but toils incefiant bear, 
4t Nor I thofe toils, thofe pleafing toils partake, 
** For my fweet babes, and for my hufband's fake ? 
" Oh could I, muchrlov'd matter of my heart! 
M Jn all thy labours bear an equal part j 

" CouJ4 
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** Could I, dear pledges of our faithful love ! 

" For you fuccefeful in my labours prove ; ^ 

«* Labours would quickly lofe their name with me, 

«' 'And hardeft toils fincereft pleafures be ! 

«« Bleft hope ! — blefl Marian, to the field I go, 

*« To thee the hope, to thee the art I c?we !" 

Thus led by lovely virtue's pure intent, 
The joyful mother to the reapers went : 
And fure that God, who virtue loves to blefs, 
Crown'd her approved endeavour with fuccefs : 
For thro* the harveft chearfully fhe wrought, 
And home more hire than any reaper brought : 
For fhort of others tho' her flrength might fall, 
In application fhe excell'd them all ! 
No loit'rer: every moment ihe'd improve; 
Such is the force of true maternal love i 
Now that the harveft is again come.round, 
Again, fair reaper, in the field (he's found : 
And with her, as you fee, this pretty gueft, 
Who waits for fuccour from her plenteous breaft ; 
Thyrsis each morn to field the cradle brings ; 
And thus the babe, beneath its mother's wings, 
Due nouriihment fupply'd, fecurely fleeps, 
Uninterrupted, while 'the matron reaps ! 

AGON. 

True mother, — who herfelf the food fupplies, 
The daintier lady to her child denies : 
By luft, or pride, or folly led aftray, 
Unnatural more, than monfters of the fea ! 
pruel alike both to tjiemfelves and young, 
gllfb mothers merit fcorn from ey'ry tongue : 

Why 



Why doth the great Crcftof , Wift c an4 good, 
Fill thpir fair breads with it^H falubtious food, 
That food $f to their offspring Jihyey refufp, 
And fores and ficknefs before duty clfafe ? r.,. 
Oh Mi % a, £eyond thefe, how art thou bleftj 
Thy infant preffing fond thy yielding breaft I 
With fuch a woman, Afteot, letraefky, 
'Tis joy to (hare the labour* of the day. 
Sure, fenfrble of this, they all tifiite 
To make her toils, deferring mothe* ! light : 
Sure, by each namelefs, by each gentle care 
They mitigate the ills (he needs mud bear? 

Juft as he fpoke, the failing mother lame, 
Sweet was her afpeft, and her words' the fame : 
Her tendernefs cfiffttf'd a namelefs grate 
O'er the fair features of her blooming face, 
While at the cradle's fide? me artfions fitted; 
When the juffcwaken'd babe its mother vfew'cfj 
And, fmffifig, with an eager joy, e*pa*nds, 
Sweet innocent ! its little dimpled HattA. 
With rapt'rous blrfe fhe caught it to her bread , 
And on the ftubMe-groittid fat down to reft : 
The crowing infant to the nipple clung, 
While o'er it with fond joy the ravifh'd mother hung ! 

The good old man, enchanted with delight, 
Cry'd, " A&COL, there,— -there, Argol, fs a fight! 
** Bleft mother ! may thy labours profperous ptove ; 
" May all thy children wtll repay thy love !* 
JVIore he'd hare fard ; but ro! a tear would ftart, 
And all his foul rofe throbbing in his heart : 
The mother, pfeas'd, beheld his burden'd eye, 
Ami thank'd him with a tear of focial joy. 

PASTORAL 
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?ASTQEAL T HB EJPTfl* 

THE HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

CHARLOTTE* ELIZA- 

AS, arm in. arm* to fcent the fragrant air 
From bloffomM beans which evening breezes bear, 
Fair Charlotte and her friend Eliza rove, 
Maids fam'd for beauty bath* and form'd fox lave ; 
Juft at the village end, with, trembling fear* 
Rough founds contentious, and fhriU qrie> they hear - 
Tho* frighted, they advance ; when, painful fight I 
They view their neighbour Sims prepar'd for fight ; 
With paffion raging, and by liquor fir'd, 
The fingle combat furious he deiir'd i 
While, bath'd in tears, his tender wife withftands, 
And cries, and trembles, as fhe holds his hand? * 
Her little ftrength well nigh exhaufted, pleads. 
While her fond heart with racking angujih bleeds ; 
And, fruitless ev'ry winning motive found, 
Joints to their boy, their infant, on the ground ; 
Pledge of their mutual Jaith ;— ^- M Ah, cruel, fee, 
And pity him* if you'll not pity me ! • 
See, while I hold you, whercyour baby lies: 
" Hard-hearted, turn, and- view his ftreaxning ey$s." 
Thus as Ihe ipoke, he turn'd:-v»an afped mild 
His fierce looks foften'd as he view'd the child : 
Strait from his eye& the tears paternal Hart, 
And all the &th*r fill'd his malting hsarx ; 
Then nature triumph'd,; to the child he rprungf 
Around his neck the child affrighted clung. 

Tha 
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The lovely maidens, at the fight well pleas'd, 
With zeal humane die foft occafion feiz'd ; 
And with the weeping wife affiduous join'd 
To urge each motive which might fix his mind : 
Nor nrg'd in vain ; perfuaded he retreats. 
While his big heart with varying paffions beats : 
And, thoughts of vengeance laboring in his breaft, 
He finks, exhausted, to refrefhing reft. 

As now their walk intended they purine, 
" Here, Charlotte, with a figh faid Betst, view, 
** -View, Charlotte, what corroding ibrrows wait 
" Poor helplefs women in the marriage ftate ! 
*« Alas for us, in ev'ry ftate diftreft, 
u When marry'd, wretched ; when alone, unbleft !" 

CHARLOTTE. 

Hard lot, my Betst : yet Pd rather bear 
The taunts for ever, which old maidens (hare, 
Than live enflavM throughout a wretched life, 
The drunkard's, rake's, or tyrant's weeping wife ! 

ELIZA. 

But girls, in our degenerate days, who wed, 
Muft with fuch vile aflbciates fhare their bed : 
So void of principle our youth are grown — 
They ape the manners of the wicked town ! 
Lords to their tenants have their vices taught, 
And fons and fervants have th* infection caught. 
Can they but drink and riot, rake and fight ; 
They feoff with carelefs fcorn at what is right. 

charlotte. 
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CflAKLOTTI. 

How great the rifle which girls in marriage run ! 
And yet, haw .great their hafte^o be undone! 
But fure ,tjie fiiffit the danger which we dare, 
The greater in our choice fl^ou'd be our care. 
Yet to ouriejc i^p^rtial if we be, 
We (hail not find (&em from juft cenfure free : 
Were they to virtue conftant in their choice, . 
Gave they their hands, where reafon gives her voice; 
Were they niqre, nice, dijtinguiftiing, retit'd, 
The men to e,mulat;ion wou'd be fir'd ; 
For they, be Aire, will cultivate the arts, 
They find moil likely to engage our hearts. 

ELIZA. 

I know not. this: but, Charlotte, well I know. 
Men ace .perfidious, women are not Co : 
For one |>adwqman, who fhall faithleCs prove, 
Or to her marriage faith, or plighted love, 
An hundred men : — tho* yet fo young a maid, 
I've caufe, you know, their falfehood to upbraid. 

Bnt,,CHA.RLOTTE, fcy, .(hall I myfelf accufe, 
Becaufe I liften'd to ypung William's vows : 
Becaufe I thought incapable of wrong 
His heart .fo,feeming honeft from his tongue? 
Becaufe 1 gaye him all mt heart!— falfe fwain, 
Or pay thy vows, or p ; ve my heart again I 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Fear not, my Betsy ; you will fhortly find 
Returning William to your wifhes kind: 
And, bleft with him, a pattern may you prove 
Of conjugal fidelity and love ! 
Like that bleft pair, who live at yonder farm— * 
Oh how the thoughts of them my bofom warm ! 
Yes, my dear friend, if, from the former fight, 
Marriage appears in fables all bedight ; 
Turn to that pair, in yon dear manfion bleft, 
And marriage feems of ev'ry ftate the beft ! 
This happy pair, their fondnefs to exprefs, 
Labour to build each others happinefs. 
No feparate joys, no feparate cares they know, 
But fhare in pleafure, as they fhare in woe : 
Woe ! They have none : imparted 'tis no more ; 
While thus their joys are doubled o'er and o'er. 
Bleft pair ! your loves with rapture, I review. 
For fure all Eden is reftor'd to you ! 

ELIZA. 

I wonder not, my Charlotte, you are nVd,— - 
Who ever knew that pair, and not admir'd? 
And who cou'd fail the higheft blifs to prove, 
If fuch an hufband crown'd her faithful love? 
Whene'er his wife is mention'd, you may fpy 
Bright fatisfacllon gliften in his eye : 
Of her perfections with delight he tells ; 
And on her praife with tongue enraptur'd dwells. 

Whene'er 
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"Whenever he goes to market, or to fair* 
You never find him idly loit'ring there : 
Much more in alehoufe, treafuring for his wife 
Vile drunkennefs at night, and noify ftrife : 
His bulinefs done, you'll fee him homeward hafle 
Well knowing that he comes a grateful gueft ; 
And joy'd to think, within his honeft mind 
He brings the pleafure, which he's Aire to find. 

CHARLOTTE, 

While to the hufband jult, my Betsy, pray, 
To equal merit, equal honour pay : 
For wives contribute not than huibands lefs, 
Sure, my good friend, the marriage ftate to blefs : 
Oft find we, if good huibands make good wives, 
Thefe, in return, reform bad huibands' lives. 
Bat, for our friends, it well may be confeft, 
If bleft the wife, not lefs the huiband's bleft ; 
Affectionate and mild you fee her ihare 
One only pleafure, as one only care. 
Can (he but crown her hufband with content, 
Make light his troubles, or his joys augment ; 
She little heeds for all the world befide ; 
Fond as at fir it, and as at firft a bride ; 
A bride in neatnefs, ever nice and clean, 
The heart fhe won, flill iludious to retain ! 
And, happy in he/ huiband's high efteem, 
She lives, and thinks, and breathes alone for him ! 
Ne'er in her. huiband's abfence is Ihe found 
A go flip, tattling all the village round : 

I i fs Fomenting 
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Fomenting ftrife, and leaking many si foe: 
Nor runs fhe gadding to each Ample fhow. 
By better means his abfence fhe beguiles, 
By needful bufinefs, and domeftic toils : 
Caufrhg with tririfport Ms big heart to burn, 
When, pteas'd furveyihfc oh his glad return, 
His decent noumold in fair 6rder dreft ; 
He clafps his wife delighted to his breaft, 
Thanks her kind care, and reads in her full eyes, 
That toils thus recompenc'd are triieft joys ! n 

ELIZA. 

Sure this bleftpair, who, 'MinkMinfrieridmijS'styfe, 
Live each for each, as each for each woa'd die" 
Kind nature form'd to make each other bleft ! — 
Or fure the halves have met for once at leaft I * 
Charlotte, you know the tale: my WillIamV 

lays, 
When William's verfe could fpeak of Betsy's 

praife, 
Told it us iweetly once,— alas, in better days! 



CHARLOTTE. 

Ah Betsy ! and full oft the halves would meet, 
Were women in their choice but more difcreet : 
But if vile avarice orftrong paffion lead 
The willing viftim to the nuptial bed; 
Or if that heart licentious rakes obtain, 
Which modeft merit fruitlcfs ftrives to gain ; 

* Alluding to Plato's Notion* 
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No wonder wedlock is * ftate accurit; 
For the beft things corrupted, are the wort. 
Bad men, or fools, the idiot, or the rake* 
No woman happy ever ret cbu'd make: 
Nor e'er unhappy, he, whofe manly bread:, 
With fenfe, with foftnefe, with religion's blcft* 

ELIZA. 

Poor women !— *'tis a maxim then with you, 
That all their forrows to theinfelves are due : 
That neither heav'n nor man the blame mull bear, 
The woes of wedlock when they're doom'd to fhare : 
Oh, Charlotte, yon are partial to th* nien ! — 
Yet freely will I own,-— not one in ten 
Of oar poor fex fach miferies woold prove* 
If inter ell lefs, and more consulting love* 
Wretch that the is, who mull not her defpife, 
That Mack a, who in arms decrepit Ires, 
(Spring with old winter,) only to be fcea 
Dreit in fine deaths, die paltry village Rivera ! 

C H ARLOTTE. 

Scorn to all fetch ! and let ail fitch be told, 
They are bat lawful proftitutes for gold: 
Fools ! all true bKft for fptendor to forego: 
A life of penance for a day of ihow ! 
Love, of each pleasure the perpetual fprtn£* 
True love, my Betsy, is a different thing: 
The heart's dear union, youth with youth combined, 
Truth meeting truth, and mingling mind with niind! 

Thus 
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Thus highcft pleafurcs rife to pure eftcem, 

And hence of rapture flows the fparkling dream ! 

Hence too of virtue wells the living flood. 

For " who, in marriage, in each ftate are good. 3 

'Tis neighbour Watson's ikying* — — and we prize 

Herfayings, Bet, for neighbour Watson's wife— 4 

And never did fhe know thro' her long life. 

On either fide, a hufband or a wife, 

Who in connubial tendernefs excell'd* 

And yet in other focial duties fail'd- 

ELIZA. 

Our neighbours, Charlotte, in the vale below* 
This pleaiing truth in livelieft colours (how : 
For not in marriage do they fhine alone, 
The praife of every virtue is their own : 
And the fam* goodnefs which inclines their breaft 
To make and to preferve each other bleft ; 
Prompts them alike to fpread their comforts round 3 
For private good fuch hearts can never bound ! 
Parents more fond 'twere difficult to find, 
Or neighbours more folicitoufly kind : 
Few to their, fervants fuch attention give, 
And none the wretched with more alms relieve ! 
Then, for Religion, 'tis their joy: — One day, 
Thus with delight, I heard our neighbour fay, 
" Betsy, we're not afham'd, my wife and Ij . 
To kneel Jogether to the throne on high : 
Thence fprings our bloflings : and be fure, my fair, 
They cannot fail, who feek for bleffings there ; 
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Bat they who wed, will curfe their haplefs fate, 
If HE's defpisM, who firft ordain'd the ftate." 

Oh facred ffcate ! oh bleft connubial love ! 
In thy fweet train the failing virtues move ; 
All fond to croud* and aft the faireft part. 
Where truth affectionate blends heart with heart ! 

Thus as (he {poke, her face deep bluflies dreft, 
While all- tumultuous throbb'd her panting breaft ; 
For lo ! her Wllli am o'er the ftyle juft by 
Leap'd, laughing love and transport in his eye : 
He haftes and greets the maids ; and tells his tale, 
Why fo long abfent in the diftant dale : 
And ah, that prevalent the dory prov'd 
With Betsy, who. can wonder that has lov'd ?— * 
Cheerful and pleas'd they paf&'d the field along, 
While many a fky-lark treated them with fong: 
Much of true love, of marriage more they talk'd; 
And oft again to thefe fame Meadows walk'd; 
'Till came the happy day, when, joyful found ! 
The merry bells declared the village round 
That their fond hands in wedlock were combin'd, 
Whofe hearts had long in tender loye been join'd. 
Great ((ays my legend) was the joy that day ; 
The fhepherds bleft it, and each nymph look'd gay : 
With flow'ry chaplets every crook was crown'd, 
And every brow with rofy wreaths was bound : 
They danc'd upon the green till night drew ot; 
When other rites were needful to be done : 
Thrown was the flocking, ceremonies o'er, 
And clos'd by jocund maids the facred door. 

And 
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And farther ftill, tie rural itory ghes, 
That long die lev-en Jir'4 infweet repofe ; 
For tender truth, and yuiuobs faith renown M ; 
Bleffing and Weft— a finijing race around : 
And to the pre&nt hour this verfe is read, 
On the plain gravestone iter thek jfilics iay'd: 



" To*he&, w&om death again .did wed, 
The graved t}ie ieoond marriage-bed ; 
For tho' the hand of fate cou'.d farce 
'Twfrt foul and body a.durojse ; 
JtoouWL <not'fever man and wife, 
Becaufe they both. liv!d bat one life. 
Peace, good reader, do not weep: 
•Peace, — the lovers are afleep. 
They, fwoet turtles, folded ilie 
In the laft knot that love cou'd tie. 
Let them fleep ; let them fleep«on 9 
Till this ilormy night be .gone ; 
And <the«eternal morrow dawn ; — 
Then the curtain will -he drawn ; 
And they'll woke .into a light, 
Where day ihall never die in night. 
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PASTORAL THE SIXTH* 

THE BENEVOLENT MAN. 

WILLIAM. JOSEPH. 

CArelefsly fpread beneath a willow tree, 
On the cool margin of the fedgy Lee, 
William, the ihepherd, watch'd his fleecy care, 
Tuning his flute to many a ruftic ak : 
His faithful dog lay by him on the ground, 
And chirping grafshoppers leap'd lightly round. 
When o'er the path-way to the bridge that leads, 
Bedight in Sunday fuit, a neighbour fpeeds ; 
Whofe hand fupports well-pleas'd his little fon, 
By him with ftep unequal tripping on. 
" JosEPH,Where hafte you,with fuch fpeed, my friend V 9 
Quoth William, on his elbow as he lean'd: 
«« And why thus dreft ? — 'my little Joseph too— ■ 
" What all this hurry the fine fhew to view !" 

JOSEPH. 

No, Wi l l 1 a m — in fuch times of general need, 
With fuch a family as mine to feed, 
'Twou'd ill become me, fure, to make fuch hafle 
My time and money at vile fhews to waile: 
Far better bufmefs, thanks to gracious heav'n, 
The fpeed you notice to my feet has giv'n ! 



K k WILLIAM, 
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W I L L J A M, 

What better bufinefs, Joseph ? let me hear, 
That in your pleafure I at kaft may lhare ? 

JOSEPH. 

Why, our good fquire — may heav'n indulgent (hed 
-Ten thoufand bleffings on his bounteous head— 
Defbous to difFufe amidft our youth, 
With learning's light, the light of heavenly truth ; 
And knowing well our poverty and pains, 
How hard our labour, and how Anall our gains ; 
Wifdom and pity ruling in his foul 
For our poor children has eadow'd a fchool ! 
And Joseph here — God's bleffing on the boy,-— ^ 
Is chofen, Will, the bounty to enjoy! 
A toward lad,— he'll take his learning well,— 
'Twill pkafe the 'fquire to fee him, I can tell : 
And fo I fpeed, as 'tis my place you know, 
At once to thank him, and my fon to lhow. 

WILLIAM. 

My fancy often on the thought hath rvn, 
That our good fquire refembles much the fun ; 
Who fheds on all around his rays divine, 
Imparting life and luftre where they fhine. 
So do hit hands on all around difpenfe 
The blefled beams of warm benevolence: 
In good unwearied, he exerts each art 
To blefs the life, and meliorate the heart ; 

I 

The 
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The body's woe now ftudious to relieve, 
Now, due inftruftion to the mind to give. 
—Yes, Joseph, of his fchoo], I've heard before; 
And, if in merit aught could raife him more, 
This his laft effort wou'd, methinks, approve 
His goodnefs molt, and moil engage our love. * 

JOSEPH. 

I, who ne'er knew of learning the delight— 
"Alas, for me ! who neither read nor write— 
The more this great misfortune I deplore, 
I feel his initiation's worth the more. 
Oh what fo bleft, fo ufeful and benign, 
As on the darken'd mind with truth to fhine: 
To ope the door, by which the foul may rife 
From the dark dungeon, where blind ign'rance Iks : 
May learn its duty, and fecurely tread 
The paths, that to eternal glory lead I 
—Bleft knowledge! and bleft charity i -which brings • , 
The envied pow'r to know fuch mighty things! 
Bleft man! whofe hands fuch benefits impart, 
What joy muft live triumphant at his heart ! 
He's like the, fun — and like the morning dew, 
Warming, my William, and refreihing too! 

WILLIAM. 

Refreihing, Joseph? yes, he ne'er affords 
Inactive wifhes in unmeaning words : 
Nor mocks the painful tendernefs of grief 
With empty iighs— the ihadows of relief! 

Kk z Tq 
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To all his bounty freely is difplay'd, 

Who want his pity, or who feek his aid ! 

And with fuch kind humanity he gives, 

As much his manner as his gift relieves ! 

Nay, by his perfon he contributes more. 

Than by his purfe, to benefit the poor: 

Our humble cots he'll enter, and enquire 

What ills we fuffer, or what good defire. 

Do haplefs lofles caufe our anxious cares ? 

Thofe lofles to our comfort he repairs : 

Is there a quarrel ? — foon he bids it ceafe, 

Arid fooths the jarring parties into peace : 

Are faithful pairs thro* poverty denied 

The comforts, which by wedlock are fupplied ? 

The virtuous maid he portions, and furveys, 

With joy, their blifs, and race, in future days. 

Do any on the bed of ficknefs lie ? — 

Fit food and med'eine his kind hands fupply. 

Do any fmart beneath afniftion's rod ? 

He fooths their forrows, and conduces to God, 

The loving parent of the human race, 

Whofe frown is mercy, and whofe fcourge is grace. 

Ne'er by that houfe of refuge for the poor, 
" Where age and want fit fmiling at the door; 1 * 
That houfe, the labour of his bounteous care, 
I never pafs without a grateful tear : 
Involuntary fwells my rifing bread, 
And the good founder with a figh is bleft : 
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Who,* with fuch comfort, when all comfort flies, 
Unfriended, helplefs, feeble age fupplies ! 

' JOSEPH. 

Young as you are, and ftranger to the pain 
By which poor men their families maintain; 
A ftranger, William, to the torturing fmart, 
Which tears a tender father's bleeding heart, 
While round his children croud, with weeping woe, 
Afking the food, he hath not to bellow : 
You cannot even guefs, and I want words 
To tell the rapture, which a gift affords, 
By the ftill hand of modeft mercy giv'n, 
Juft in due feafon, as if dropt from heav'n ! 
— Oh, William, many fuch, the feafon pad, 
When famine almoft laid our village wafte, 
On fecret wings to my poor cottage flew, — 
But well from whence they took their flight I knew! 

WILLIAM. 

Mark you this river, how ferene and flow 
Its deep ftill waters thro' the meadows flow : 
While in our village the fmall ihallow rill 
For ever prattles down the pebbly hill. 
In one an image of the fquire is feen, ■ 

In t'other of that Braggard, proud and vain ; 
Who hates our mafter: — for his cancred breaft 
By the foul fiend of envy is poffeft I 
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JOSEPH. 

Alas, good William ! 'tis a grief to fee, 
That whiteft virtue cannot cenfure flee : 
*Tis nothing Grange* that Devils God (hou'd hate : 
But that frail creatures, in the felf-fame Hate, 
Alike dependant, form'd alike to mare 
The fad viciffitude of grief and care ; 
That mortal men in enmity mould fwell 
'Gainft thofe in deeds of mercy who excell ; 
Who ftrive, with pure benevolence refin'd, 
To foften all the fufferings of their kind : 
This fure is ftrange— — and ftranger ftill, to view, 
What late example here has prov'd too true ;— 
Thofe who the common bounty need, and ihare, 
So mutually malicious and fevere. 

W I L L*I A M. 

You hint the poor blind widow— —fad to think, 
That me who flood on defperation's brink, 
Blind, helplefc, friendlefs, four young orphans round, 
Now by our fquire's kind aid with comfort crown'd ; 
That me the malice of the poor fhou'd raife; 
That he (hou'd lofe the juft reward of praife ! 
But what is human praife, or human blame? 
To heav'ns bleft candidate no doubt the fame; 
Let God approve the action — for the reft, 
He'll find applaufe fuficient in his breaft. 



JOSEPH. 
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JOSEPH. 

And yet, methinks, it is but juft to (hew 
To goodnefs the refpeft to goodnefs doe : 
Frail as I am, cou'd I diffufe my ftore, 
Juft praife, I own, wou'd ftimulate me more; 
I cannot, therefore, without fcorn behold, 
Thofe who, to merit like our fquire's, are cold : 
Unfeeling hearts ! but whofe licentious tongues 
Could blame that deed, to which all praife belongs, 
Are devils, and not men— —are devils dreft 
In human fhape, without a human breaft : 
For is not man from fiends infernal known 
By godlike, great benevolence alone ? 

WILLIAM. 

Yes, 'tis benevolence that makes him man, 
And more will make him, clos'd life's little fpan ; 
Make him an angel ; as on earth 'twill give / 

Foretafte of joys, which angels felves receive : 
For with benevolence true pleafure dwells, 
Each grace that glows, each virtue that excells I 
—Oh iiappy they, in ftate exalted plac'd, 
Philanthropy's foul-warming joys to tafte : 
We, Joseph, thrown beneath in life's low vale, 
At diftance only can the glory hail! 
For this we'll thankful be, and do our part ; ' 

If not the powV, blefs God, we have the heart ! 
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JOSEPH. 

Much rather, William, would I live poflefl 
Of empty hands, and fympathetic breaft, 
Than like old OsTENTATiou&-on the hill, 
PofTefs the mighty pow'r without the will. 
But " all have pow'r, in life however low, 
" Kind ads of mercy and of love to (how," 
To farmer Johnson once our fquire reply'd, 
Who mourn'd the power of doing good deny'd. 
True were his words ; for in each date we need, 
And therefore ihou'd afford each other aid ; 
In Chriftian kindnefs let us do our bed, 
God knows our ftrength, and will excufe the reft : 
You well remember, where a widow poor 
Gave with a mite, than all the wealthy more. 

WILLIAM. 

How bleft a truth ! — with right intention giv'n, 
A cup of water fhall be mark'd in heav'n ! 
See, 'tis not then the quantity, but heart, 
To alts of love which merit can impart. 
Bleft truth, my Joseph ! — thus may weexcell, 
And poor in wealth, be rich in doing well. 

JOSEPH. 

But Willi a m, th^nk, what joy muft he poflefs, 
Who with the power, as well as heart to blefs, 
To all his high benevolence extends, 
The wretched comforts, the oppreft defends ; 



4 The 



POEMS. 257 

The naked cloaths, the hungry fills with food—* 

In love unwearied, uniform in good ! 

Let praife or cenTure on his deeds defcend, 

Let difappointment or fuccefs attend : 

Still he goes on— —and views with juft regard, 

That God, whofe approbation is reward. 

WILLIAM. 

Joseph, you've trac'd the caufe, from whence proceeds 
His uniformity in virtuous deeds : 

' For ftedfaft atone mark whoever aim, 
Thro' life's whole circle will be found the fame ! 
— James, who from London t'other day came down, 
Told me our fquire is more efteem'd in town 
For his good attions than amongft us here, 
For not a charity but knows him there. 
There, where the children of the poor are fed, 
At once with heav'nly, and with earthly bread : 
Where pain, and all the family of grief, 
From fkilful med'eine find humane relief: 
Where fafely fcreen'd in hofpitable cells, 
From human view, pride-humbling phrenzy dwells : 
Where lab'ring women 'midft their pangs can fmile, 
And blefs the charity which fooths their toil : 
Where infants, refcued from an earthly grave, 
The tender mercy hymn which ftoop'd to fave : r 
Where penitents with tears redeem their fhame, 
Reftor'd to God, their parents, and to fame. 
Wherever good is done, or good defign'd, 
His aid benignant you are fure to find : 

''The dole^lj prifons too, they tell me, fhare v 
His Idndly vifits, and indulgent care : 

LI Nay, 
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Nay, and Jambs found it out, that oft he fends 
Young men of toward parts* with meaner friends, 
To fchool and college, where his aid provides 
Tutors and learning, and all means befides. 

JOSEPH. 

A wond'rous man!— Jf all the world he knew, 
To all the worlcfchumahity he'd (hew: 
No left or party-principles confine, 
The glowing radiance of his love divine : 
A man, a fellow-creature, and diitreft, 
Is plea fttiBdent to affeft his breaft. 

WILLIAM. 

Yet, Joseph, I have heard that his eftate, 
For one fo rich in bounty, is not great : 
Not half fo great ai his, of whom before 
We fpoke, —in money rich, in goodnefs poor ! 
But right oeconomy, with great or fmall, 
Doubles the income, arnf is all in all. 

JOSEPH. 

Ah, William— -but God's bleffing is much more, 
For this augments, nay, doubles all our ftorc : 
Who dare be bounteous, God will furely blefs 
With conftant fuccour, and tenfold encreafe: 
Their crufcjo'erflowing, and augmented meal* 
Miraculoufly bleft, fhall never fail ! 
Our good man proves it — and befides he flies ; 
Thofe fcenes of ill, whence vaft expences rife * 
He wades no fortune on devouring vice, 
On dogs or horfes, women, cards or dice* 

1 The 
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The little boy, who much attention payM 
To this encomium, which the ihepherds made ; 
Cried, " father, 'midft his praife, you fure forget 
" The church, our fquire hath made fo $n<e and neat." 

" Right, my good boy, faid Wi l l i a m, this too fhows, 
" The living fountain whence his goodnefs flows : 
" For love of God rnuft kindle virtue's flame, 
«« Or all benevolence becomes a name !" 

Thus as he fpoke, a draggling ewe, which flood 
Too near the faithlefs margin of the flood, 
Tumbled adown the bank into the deep, 
When William cried— 40 alas, alas, my fli c ep- ■ ■ 
" One of the beft of all my flock ! — if drown'd— 
'* I'm ruin'd— for 'tis worth above a pound!" 

Joseph beheld it, nor delaying flood, 
But leap'd, tho' Sunday-dreft, into the flood, 
And caught the ewe ; when anxious William came* 
Lean'd down, and fafe receiv'd it from the ftream : 
Then gave his hand with many a hearty thank, 
And, lifting Joseph up the flipjwry bank, 
Strait he conduits- him to his cot jail by, 
And changes all his dripping cloaths for 'dry. 
Then to young Joseph, " for your father's fake, 
This little hautboy as a prefent take : 
The rings are brafs, and boxen is the wood ; 
Try it, my lad, you'll find the found is good : 
And always, when you touch it, bear in mind, 
** 'Twas by the bell means gain'd,— by being kind.' 11 
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DIGGON DAVY'S RESOLUTION ON THE 
DEATH OF HIS LAST COW.» 

A PASTORAL. 

BIX MELIORA PUS, ERROREMQUE HOSTIBVS ILLVM. 

VIRO. 

DIGGON DAVY. COLIN CLOUT. 

BENEATH an hawthorn bufli, fecreted (hade, 
The herdfman, Diggon, doleful pl/dMs fpade; 
f The deep'ning grave conceal'd him to the head ; 
Near him his cow, his favourite cow, lay dead : 
When o'er the neighboring (tile a fhepherd came, 
The herdfinan's friend, and Colin was his name: 
Touch'd with the light, the kind and guilelefs fwain, 
Sigh'd, fhook his head, and thus exprefs'd his pain. 

COLIN. 

How! Mully g^ne ! —-the fad mifchance I rue! 
Ah! wretched Diggon, but more wretched- Sue ! 

« 

* This paftoral was firft written and publilhed in the year 1747* 
when the diftemper reigned amongft the horned cattle j and with a 
view to fatisfy a friend that Virgil had accurately defcribed the feme 
malady. 

f — -Humo tegere, ac foveia abfcondere difcant. 

Viae. Geor. III. v. 558. 
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DIGGON. 

* How could I hope, where fuch contagion reigns, 
Where one wide ruin fweeps the defart plains ; 
Where every gale contains the feeds of death, 

That Diggon's kine ihould draw untainted breath? 
Vain hope, alas ! if fuch my heart had known. 
Since Mux* ly's gone, the lad of all my own. 
No more fhall Susan fkim the milky ftream, 
No mow the cheefe-curd prefs, or churn the cream ; 
No more the dairy lhall my fteps invite, 
So late the fource of plenty and delight : 
Thither no more with Susan mall I ftray, 
Nor from her cleanly hands receive the whey. 
Sad plight is ours ! nor ours alone; for all 
Mourn the ftill meadow, and defcrtcd ftall. 

COLIN. 

But have you, Diggon, all thofe methods try'd, 
By book-learn'd dodtors taught, when cattle dy'd? 
Or, tho' no do&or's remedies prevail, 
Does the good biihop's fam'd tar-water fail? 

DIGGON, 

f Each art I try'd, did all that man could do; 
Med'cines I gave, like poifon med'eines flew; 

* Hie morbo cceli miferanda coorta eft 
Tcmpcftas. lb. ▼. 478. 

+ Profuit inferto Latices infundcrc corna 
Lenseoi : ea viia falus moricntibus una. 
Moz erat hoc ipfum cxitio— — — v. 509* 
Quasfitaequc aocent artesj ceflcrc Magiftri 
vPfcyllirides Chiron, Amythaoniufquc Melampus, v. 549. 

The 
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The bifhop's drink, which fnatch'd me from the grave, 
Giv'n to my cow, forgot its power to fave. 
The dire difeafe increased by fwift degrees, 
TilldeathfreedMuLLr; death! which all thing* free*. 

COLIN. 

I would not, Dig con, now your grief renew, 
Yet wilh to hear her ficknefs trac'd by you ; 
How firft it feiz'd her, and wjiat change its rage 
Relentlefs wrought in each fucccflive ftage. 

DICGON. 

* Dejected firft ihe hang her drooping head, 
Refus'd her meat, -and from her paflure lied $ 

f Then dull and languid feem'd her plaintive eye, 
Her breath grew noifome, and her udder dry. 

* Sin in proceffu, ceepit crudefcere morbut. 

f Turn vero ardentes oculi> atque attraftua ab alt* 
Spirit us intcrdum gemita gravis s imaque long© 
Ilia fingultu tenduntt itnaribusatcr 
Sanguis & obfeflas fauces premit afpera lingua, v. 504* 
-Non umbrae altorum nemorum, non mollia poflunt 
Prata movare animunv— •— — at ima 

Solvuntur latent, atque oculos flupor urget incites, t. 519. * 

Nam neque erat coriis ufu. v. 559. 
Dii meliora piis, erroremque hoftibus ilium ! v. 5*3. 
Ite meae, felix quondam pecut, ite capcllae, Viae. Eel. I* 75* 

Carolina nulla can am. ▼. 78. 

At nos hinc alii fitieates ibimus afros, Are. ib. ▼. 65* 

■ Duri me martis in armis 

Tela inter media atque adverfos detinet nodes, Eel. X, v. 44. 

- Erit< 
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Erft fweet that breath as morning gales in May, 
And full that udder as of light the day. 
Scorch'd with perpetual thirft, fliort fighs fhe drew, 
Furr'd was her tongue, and to her mouth it grew : 
Her burning noftrils putrid rheums diitill'd, 
And death's ftrong agonies her bowels fill'd; 
Each limb contracted, and a groan each breath, 
Loft eafe I wiih'd her, and it came in death: 
Caft out, infected, and abhorr'd by all; 
See how the ufeful, and the beauteous fall ! 
Not ev'n her fkin— when living, ileek and red, 
Can aught avail me, Colin, now ihe's dead. 

COLIN. 

May heav'n, relenting, happier days bellow, 
Sufpend the rod, and fmile away our woe ! 
But if in juftice for our crimes we fmart, 
If with affliction heav'n corrects the heart, 
*Tis ours, fubmiffive to receive the (broke, 
Since to repine is only to provoke. 

D I G G O N, 

Hard is the talk from murmurs to refrain, 
Ev'n bleffings pall increafe the prefent pain. 
Once in thefe vales my lowing lier,ds were fed, 
My table plenty crown'd, and peace my bed; 
My jocund pipe then tun'd to amorous lays> 
A kifs repaid me for a lover's praife. 
Blefl times, farewell ! no more thofe herds are found, 
No more my table is with plenty crown'd ; 
No more my bed the fleep of peace bellows, 
No more my jocund drain melodious flows : 

A 
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A lover's praife a kifs rewards no more, 

Joy fpreads his wanton wings, and leaves the ihore: 

Pale want remains, with all her meagre train. 

And only fighs are echoed o'er the plain. 

— — Far hence I'll fly, tbia ruftic garb fbregoe, 

And march in red, a foldier to the foe: 

The French, whofe bofoms Papifh plots conceal, 

My hand, made heavy by diftrefs, (hall feel ; 

On Flander's plains I'll lofe domeftic care, 

Defperate thro' want, and mighty thro' defpair. 

And there, if heav'n at length my labours crown, 

I'll fow falfe Frenchmen, and I'll reap renown. 

Susan, farewell ! 

COLIN. 

— 'Sdeath ! yonder o'er the mead 
The fquire's curs'd maiHfF fcours with headlong, ipeed! 
See how my flock in wild confufion flies— 
Zooks, if I catch him—by this hand he dies. 
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SUSAN AND ROSALIND. 

A PASTORAL. 

DIGHT in their beft array, with blithibme mien> 
The village youth now frolic on the green; 
To various fports, which thefe and thofe promote, 
The live-long Whitfun-holy-day devote : 
Here nymphs and fwains to ruitic meafures dance, 
Snatch the ftol'n kifs, and interchange the glance ; L 
While hum'rous Hobbinol aukward an ticks plays, 
And moves loud laughter, as he threads the maze. 
Some with tough cudgels feek the prize to win. 
Some run, feme leap, fome wreftle j— and fome grin j 
The happy happier by the feafqn grew, 
But, ah ! more wretched Ros a l i n d and Sub; 
Sad Sue and Ros a l i n d together ftray -d 
From thefe gay crowds, and trod the lonely glade ; 
Tir'd, and beneath an ancient oak reclin'd, 
Alternate thus each eas'd a lovesick mind. 

SUSAN* 

Once at the foot of this o'erftiadowing tree 
I fat with Lubberkin, my feat his knee ; 
He fung me ballads, which my kifs repaid, 
And laughing Susan was an happy maid : 
But true I wot that ancient faying, Rose, 
«« The greateft glee forebodes the fharpeft woes ;* 
I find it true by fad experience now, 
Since faithlefi Lubberkin forgets his vow. 

M m RO$ALINB. 
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ROSALIND. 

Mprc wretched I, jnppnftant have I rjee^ ; 
And what in love is half fo great a fin ! 
Remorfe and anguiffc on my v|tals prey—* 
No lover conies for him I chas'd away : 
jAloae I wander, and » ftcret ftgh, 
And mem'ry brings my fault for ever ojgsV 
Iwi(t>» alas! but fti)l J wilh in vain, 
The joys I flighted wou'd return again i 
Loft by my fault, a keener pang 1 prqye, 
And pine with all that puaifliw in lpy?. 

S u $ A V. 

Late as I went to majekftt in the cart, 
{ heard a drum —it cbiU'd me to *h$ hftart. 
My boding breaft prefag'd fom* mtfefcief Right 
And my limbs trembkd* tha' I knew not why • 
But when I faw the gaudy ferjeant (tend* . 
An4 holding, lovely L v ■ ■ a a i u ! thy. W> 
In Sunday fuit, and as a bridegroom gay, 
My ftrength fcrfook me, and I fwQQ&'d way-*?** 
Still, ftill his looks fhall faithful memory bear; 
Ah ! ftill the pleafure and' the pain I fharc. 
His hat, which ever, till that mprn, hOvore 
Flapp'd on ail fides, or flapp'd at kafc Wore, 
Now fmartly cock'd, and fmartly want, difplayM 
One eye-brow, one was hid beneath the Jha4* i 
A green cockade adqrn'd the button-fid*,. 
And his fecc ilufli'd with mingled joy and pride : 
His dark brown hair, which hung unearned (q lag* 
O'er his broad ftojitdera, negligent wA fraight, 
Now tyM behind, and curPd at either ear, 
Lgpfe'd like the captain's, who call'd Jo a n " my dear." 

I 
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I gaz'd with pleafure, but the pleasure fled, 
When foon he followed where the ferjeant led ; 
No more returning :— now the dangerous Tea 
Flows a wide wafte 'twixt Lu bber k i n and me : 
On foreign lands my abfent foldier's laid. 
And wanton's pleas'd with fome outlandifh maid* 
Oh happy fair! O Lubberkin, untrue, 
How could'ft thou Hit, and how forget thy Sua ! 

ROSALIKD. 

When fond Amyntas wooM me to be bleft, 
I mocked his paffion with a taunting jeft : 
In vain his faithful paffion perfeverM ; 
I heard him not, or flighted if I heard : 
But when light Roger, fam'd for guileful art, 
Woo'd me, alas ! I gave him all my heart* 
Sweet was his converfe to my lift'ning ear, 
And foffdly I beKev'd his vow fintere. 
A mt nt as left me with a jull difdain, 
Nor cou'd his abfence give my breaft a pain. 
But, as to milk (ill luck wou'd have it fo) 
Thro' gbodman Hodgson's clofe I chanc'd to go, 
I caught young Roger, 'midft the oilers laid, 
I caught him, Susan, with the parfon's maid! 
She fled 5— -he fmil'd ; and, mad with rage, I cry'd, 
" Henceforth approach me not;"— <and he comply'd* 

SUSAN. 

Peace may return ; and from the diftant fliore 
My foldier never to fbrfake me more. 
O come, myLuBBERKiN! and blefs'd with thee, 
I'll join at Chriftmas in the general glee* 

M m 2 Thou 
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Thoa, fkill'd in feats of war, fhalt win the prize t 
Engage all wifhes, and attract all eyes : 
My envy'd arms fhall hold thee to my breaft, 
And love and pride fhall join to make me blcft. 

ROSALIND. 

Oh! would Amy nt as but return, he'd $nd 
His grateful Rosalind for ever kind. 
Where, gentle fhepherds ! does my fhepherd ftray t 
I'll track his fteps thro' ev'ry winding way ; 
Thro' every vale I'll hafte ; nor will I dread 
The thickeft woods and darkeft groves to tread * 
And when the briars my tender feet mall wound, 
The blood, where'er I pafs, fhall mark the ground* 
This, when he fees, relenting fhall he fay, 
At length her pains have wafh'd her faults away- 
Then-— but what arts fhall footh the chearlefs day. 
Till happier hours our forrows fhall o'erpay ?— 

SUSAN. 

« 

Let not the heart with hopelefs anguifh bend ; 
Soon changing fortune fhall our loves befriend : 
At the fquire's wedding will I flily take 
Three broken models of the bridal cake : 
Dame Dob son's wedding ring I'll borrow too, 
And thrice three times I'll pafs the morfels thro'. 
Beneath thy pillow and my own when laid, 
Such dreams fhall rife as footh the love-fick maid ; 
Such dreams as promife more fubftantial blifs, 
The real lover, and the waking kifs. 

Pleas'dwith the flattering thought, they feek their cot* 
A while the pains of haplefs love forgot. 

THE 
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THE PARSONS* 

AN ECLOGUE*. 

A Small neat houfe, and little fpot of ground, 
Where herbs and fruits,and kitchen fluff were found. 
The humble vicar of North-Wilford blefs'd* 
Small was his living— but his heart at reft: 
Unfeen, unblam'd, he pafs'd his time away, 
Me fmoak'd or rode, or mus'd, or walk'd all day z 
Thro' all the year no anxious cares he knew, 
But juft at Eaiter, when he claim 'd his due; 
And then the furly rufticks churlifh pride 
His well earn'd tythes difputed or denied. 
The vicar, (till preferring want to fhife, 
Gave up his dues to lead a peaceful life. 
His garden once in penfive mood he fought, 
His pipe attended, as a friend to thought ; 
And while the fmoak in eddies round him play'd* 
A neighboring vicar ent'ring he furvey'd : 
One like himfelf, a downright honeft prieft, 
Whofe love of peace his fcanty dues decreased. 
' Suppofe the little ceremonies done, 
And all the rites of lighting pipes begun ; 
Suppofe the whiffs in fober fort flow round, 
And both in mufing very deeply drown'd; 

* This little poem was written at the requeft of the author** ] 
ever-honoured father, a worthy country vicar, who felt much from 
the evil here hinted at. 

For 
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For fo it was— -'till thus the firft good man, 
Fetch'd a deep wfcilF, and anxioufly began* * 

FIRIT PARSON. 

Wou'd God» my. friend I his. goodnefs had affign'd 
Some1oriiioteftited.taai my Reeling mind : 
Left tho' my income, if from torture free, 
Content would well fttppry the lofs to me : 
For all the Pence, the little dues I glean, 
Or raife my (corn, my pity, or my fpleeft. 
I'll ttll thee— -but e'en now a neighbour came, 
Pale want diffused o'er all his meagre frame ; 
Five pence the fum, he gave a milling o'er, 
Kind (hook his head, and wiftYd he cou'd do mtwe : 
I turn'd away, nor cou'd from tears refrain ; 
'Twas death to take it,— -to refufe it Tain. 

SECOND PARSON. 

Such gentle manners more aflfeft the mind 
Than the rough rudenefs of the bafer kind : 
Jufl ere I came, a rollick braggart elf, 
Proud of his purfe, and glorying in his pelf, 
Approach'd, and bold demanded what to pay, 
" What claims the prieft, whom we maintain to pray f* 
Th' account ht gave me of his ftock, I knew 
Was half curtail'd, and fcarce one number true % 
Howe'er my filence ravourM the deceit, 
And, fond of quiet, I conceal'd the cheat : 
Yet when the fmall, the half-demand I made, 
He bullied, fwore, and damn'd the preaching trade ; 
All God's good houfliold with irreverence curs'd, 
An4 me with foul abufe as far the worft ! 

Thou 
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Thou know'ft, my friend, what agonizing (mart, 
Such brutal outrage gives the tender heart* 

FIRST PARSON. 

Too well, alas ! too fatally I know— 
From whence thefe complicated evils flow ; 
Prom tythes, from tythes, the clergy's woes arife, 1 
They mar religion, nay, they rob the ikies. / 

Would God our monarch's ever-gracious hand 
In this wou'd deign to blefs the wretched land : 
Wou'd God, the tythes, like Jaxea-might be paid, 
A fix'd reve nue by fom ejtatute made : 
How then wou'd bleft religion rear her head! 
How thro' each village kindly virtue fpread ! 
What fouls with heav'nly comforts would be bleft ! 
How happy, then, pariihioners and prieft! 

Thus of true grievances the priefts repin'd, 
And with their own (poke all their brethren's mind. 
When toll'd the bell, and to the church flow move 
Six virgins, bearing one who died for love. 
The grave debate was filenc'd by the bell ; 
The vicars rofe, and kindly took farewell. 
The firft his fermon feeks, and haftes away 
The lafl fad duties to the dead to pay : 
From love he much advis'd the youthful throng, 
Drew tears from all, and pleas'd, tho' preaching lpag: 
While flow his brother on his eafy pad, 
Pac'd home full grave, and ruminating fad. 
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.HYMN 

T O 

VIRTUE. 

T^\ V E R lovely and benign, 
-^ Endowed with energy divine, 
Hail Virtue! hail! from thee proceed 
The great deiign, the heroic deed, 
The heart that melts for human woes, 
Valour, and truth, and calm repofe. 
Though fortune frown, though fate prepare 
Her (hafts, and wake corroding care, 

A 2 Though 
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Though wrathful clouds involve the Ikies, 
Though lightenings glare, and flonns arife, 
In vaic to A aloe the juiM^fo f°«dt 
Changed fortune frowns, and thunders roll. 
Pile, Avarice, thy j^eJJow. Jward*., 
Spread, Luxury, thy coftly board ; 
Ambition, crown thylhcad with bays; 
Let Sloth recline on beds of eafe; 
Admired, adored, let Beauty roll 
The magic eye that melts the foul ; 
Unlefs with purifying &e« 
Virtue the confjjious foul io{pijeq* 
In vain, to b|r intruding wo*, 
Wealth, fame, and power, *nd j>!eaiwe Am* 
To me thy foyurign gift in*pan> 
The refolute unfliaken beast 
To guidf »e faon the flowery w#p 
Where Pleafufcturas hat gfenrjty* L .*. , ■ ' 
;' . ., Deceitful 
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Deceitful path,l where Shame aid, C*NV 
Concealed the poifoaoto Jh&ft p«rpatQe!< 
And (hield m? witb tfcy getiejtatf pride ' 
When Fajhiea itaJfe* and fo*h deride. 
Ne'er let Ambition'* mteGr-ray 
Miilead my reafoa, Mid kef ray 
My fancy with the gilded dream 
Of hoarded wealth, and noify fame; 
But let my foul commenting* flow 
Companionate of others, woe : 
Teach me the kind endearing art 
To heal the mourner's broken heart. 
To eafe the rankling wounds of Care, 
And footh the frenzy of Defpair. 
So, lovely virgin, may T gain 
Admiffion to thy hallowed fane, 
Witre Peace of Mind, of eye ferene, 
Of heavenly hue, and placid mien, 

A 3 Leads, 
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Leads, failing, thy celeftial choir, 
And fmites the confecrated lyre. 
O may that minftrelfy, whofe charm 
Can Rage, and Grief, and Care difarm, 
Can paffion's lawlefs force controul, 
Soothe, melt, and elevate my foull 
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THE WAIL OF ELVINA. 

AN ODE. 

VX7 HAT time the (oft-eyed ftar of eve 

Gleamed on the gently-trembling wave, 
From Bara's ifle the fighing gale 
Wafted E l v 1 n a 's rueful w ail* 
Forlorn her lovely locks fhe tort, 

» 

I 

And poured her forrows on the defert ihore. 



* Ye rocks," ihe cried, «« ye ihelving cave* 

* Whofe fides the briny billow laves, 

* Ye cliffs far-frowning o'er the deep, 

* Ye lonefome ifles, to you I weep, 

' Far diftant from my father's halls, 
«* The towers of Moran, and my native walls. 

• ■ 

A 4 " O Mouk, 
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" Moran, are thy warriors fled; 

" Diftttl arid dark fctlr ftAftfW bedf 

" Silent they deep ! the north-wind cold 

#l Blows dreary o'er their crumbling mould. 

" Silcat they Step ! m dawning day 

« Vifita the grave* or wsjkes their (hrcroded day, 

t€ At dead of night a cry was heard—— 
«' P why was Moran unprepar'd? 
" No watchman on the caflle-wall ! 
«' No wakeful warrior in the hall ! 
"At dead of night the crafty foe 
" Rulhed from the main and firuck the vengeful 
blow. 

i 

« To arms, crttd M**an ! but in rain!— 

«« I faw my warlike brothers Haiti! 

" 1 few my fathVs fcoftm gof'dt 

♦' By Cadwal's numerous hoft O'erpowerM 

* 

6 " He 
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* He fell t aod fr©» the £utfhinrg wound* 

' Reeking and red hi* life-blood (beamed around, 

' Mingling with fmoke I faw the fire 

* Along the rending walls afpire ! 

* Now rage impetuous in the hall I- 

* (I heard the cfafluag rafter* fall!) 

1 Now o'er the roof and turrets high 
4 Itblazes fierce and furious to the iky* 

' O fpare a helplefs maiden, fpare ! 

* The orphan's piteous pleading hear!— • 

«* They bore me thence. My ftreaming eyei 
' beheld thefe awful cliffs arife. 

* Foul ravimer ! — Ye rocks, ye waves, 

' O fave me, hide me in your lonely caves ! 

' Foul ravifher!— yet pale Difmay 

' And Vengeance mark thee for their prey: 

Unnerved, 
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" Unnerved, appalled by confcious fear, 
•t Remorfe (hall drive thee to defpair : 
•• My (pirit, wailing in the blait, 
•* Shall fhake the counfels of thy guilty breaft. 

Twas thus (he wailed, till by degrees 
The voice came broken in the breeze j 
The feaman, piteous of her woe, 
Turned to the fhore his friendly prow, 
But long, alas ! ere dawn of day, 
The voice grew weak, and feebly dy'd away. 
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AN IDYLLION. 

O A I D Ino, " I prefer the Rofe 

" To every vernal flower that blows ; 
*' For when the {bailing feafons fly, 
" And winds and rain deform the iky, 
" And Rofes lofe their vivid bloom, 
" Their leaves retain a fweet perfume. 
" Emblem of Virtue ! Virtue flays 
** When Beauty's tranlient hue decays : 
" Nor Age, nor Fortune's frowns efface • 
" Or injure her inherent grace." 
" True," anfwered Daphnis ; " but obfervc, 
" Unlefs fome careful hand preferve 
" The leaves, before their tints decay, 
*' They fall neglected : blown away 

"By 
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" By wintry winds and beating rains, 
" No veftjge of pfrfanft renfidns. 
** Some kindly hand mod interpofe, 
'• For (ore the wintry tempeft blows, 
" And weak and delkk* the Rofe*" 

• „ 

I* 
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DAPHNIS AND INO. 

AN IDYLLION. 

A S Dafhvis, amorous feepherd, fung 
Iko the beantifal and young, 
" Ceafc," find the nymph, " let Virtue'* praife 

Adorn and elevate thy lays : 

The tuneful Mufes were defign'd 
«• To raife and purify the mind* 
» - " Paint 
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*' Paint tie lair £&l*&gs««f (he :hearv 

Candor that}fcanw-ignpblc ant, 

Simplicity 4ey(*4 of gu»fe» . - . 

Pity's foft'&ye, and Merej'j Arte : ' 
*' Nor let tie rhyme Jpr cmer ma 
" Sacred to Vctius and her fen." 
The obedient fhepherdtoUiifrw fait 
The native charms of Virtue were, 
And hawser Jicawaly (miles impart 
Ecftatic rapture to the Jieart. 
" MUd/' lie iong, ** a* orient day, 
*' And beauteous a* the .bloom of May, 
" She moves with grace, and ipedks with edc ; 
" For Nature formed .the fair to plcafe: 
* ( Loofe flow hpr tseffes to die gale, 
" The loveliefl virgin of the vale.- 
The gamefome&epiffuk laughed, mnd&id, 
" Yes, Virtue is a lovely said* 



« 



And, 
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*€ 



And, Grange to tell, we oft have feen 
** The goddefs dancing on the green! 
• c Daphnis even now perceives the fair! 
•• Why elfe his warm impafiioned air? 
•* Why elfe the flames that fire his eye ? 
" Loft voice ? and pulfes beating high }'* 
Ino blamed lovelier than the rofe 
That with the dewy morning blows, 
And confcious would have frowned : in vain! 
A fmile furprized her ! . and again 
She blufhed, and would have frowned ; but ftiU 
The fportive traitors of her will, 
Unbidden fmiles, the nymph betray 'd, 
And with her frowns and blufhes play'd* 
" Miftaken boy!" fhe cried, " away I 
*• Nor venture on the moral lay : 
" Fit minftrel of the Idalian grove, 
" Go, fing of Venus and of love," 



The 
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The difconccrted fhepherd figh'd: 

And to the blufliing maid replied, 

" *Tis faid or fung, would Virtue deign 

4< In mortal guife to vifit men, 

*' Glowing with elegant deiire 

4 f All that beheld her would admire* 

** With this opinion I agree, 

" For, Ino, (he would fmile like thee! 

" Like thee would fweetly mufe; thy bloom, 

" Thy form and features would aflame; 

«* Would mildly cenfure if my lay 

*' In beauty's praife mould go ailray. 

4S To me, tranfported with my theme* 

*' Already ye appeared the fame! 

44 Shepherds, be candid, was I far to blame?" 



THE 
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THE BEE. 

AN IDYM.IQ&, 

«« *T» H A T Bee," romantic Ino faid, 

" Gathering the fragrance of the mead, 
" With dews, and jukes -from (he dell, 
" Aifidaoas flores her waxen cell. 
" Saon as the vernal zephyr Wows, 
" Soon as the Mufti of morning glows, 
" To banks of thyme Iheliaftes away, 
•* And ere the fragrant 1>loom« decay, 
«• Unwearied loads iter tittle thighs, 
" Her work with bufy murmur plies, 
" Nor, fluttering vain on idle wing, 
" In paftime waftes the breathing ipring, 
" Till all the dewy bloflbms fade, 
44 And winter defolate the mead. 



4* 



So, 
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** So, warned by Wifdom's prudent lore, 
4i Man fhould improve the prefent hour, 
g< And, like the Bee, fhould fpurn delay, 
44 For time will fwiftly fly &way. w 
She faid, but, with a roguifh fmile, 
Love flily lift ened. all the while, 
And thus refumed the moral lay, 
" Yes, time will fwiftly fly away: 
" To give the formal daine her due, 
" Wifdom for once hath fpoken true : 
** Then haiten, Ino, and enjoy 



*' The hour ere'youth and beauty fly." 



B ON 
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ON AUTUMN. 

f * 

^pIME flics, how imperceived, away! 

Ere while the rofy-bofomed May 
Adorned the woods and plains : 
Now May's enlivening fmiles are fled, 
And fee, in yellow robes array'd, 
The jolly Autumn reigns. 

And foon will Autumn difappear, 
Stern Winter defolate the. year, 
And dorms invade the ikies. 
So man, the pageant ef an hour, 
Shines for a time in pomp and power, 
And then unheard of die*. 

Nor beauty's bloom, nor regal ftate, 
Nor the vain glory of the great, 



Nor 
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Nor gold, nor glittering gems, 
Can purchafe life: not even a mind 
Warm vrxtk tfr£ loye of all mankind 
The parting breath redeems. 

Yet for the few in Virtue's caufe, 
Who fpite of Cuftom's tyrant-laws, 
Contemn low-minded Care, 
A radiant wreath of power to fave 
Beyond oblivion and the grave 
Celeftial hands prepare. 



Bz on 
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ON WINTER. 



T O ! the fragrant flowers decay, 

The balmy zephyrs* hafte away, 
From the Jtorm-engendering north 
Black embattled clouds come forth, 
And Winter through the lurid ait 
Rolls his fable-couWerti car: 
Aronnd him kindred tempers croud, 
And fweeping whirlwinds howl aloud* 
Ufhered with awful fbrms that roar 
Impetuous from the mountain hoar, 
Darknefs defcending fpreads her veil 
Of thickeft gloom on hill and dale, 
On lofty hall and turret high. 
And not a fiar illumes the iky* 



Social 
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Social plcafures now I (hare, 
While|Friend4hip, of enlivening air, 
Fills the gaily fparkling bowl : 
To joy unbending all my foul, 
While blithe good-humour brings along 
The witty tale, the lively fong, 
Laughter free, and Converfe gay, 
Stealing the gloomy hours away. 
Hence Referye with fcarching eye, 
Malice, and whifpering Calumny ; 
Hence Revelry profane and rude, 
Rufticity's unpoliihed brood ; 
Ye fell corroding Caret away ! 
On Avarice or Envy prey. 
But if fublimer joys invite, 
Beneath the favouring gloom of night 
I trim my lamp, revolve the page, 
And fcan the labours of the fage: 

B 3 Chiefly 
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Chiefly of thofe whofe curious art 
Explores the mazes of the heart ; 
Explains what fine connexions bind 
The kindred fympathies of mind ; 
Marks hovr the grouped ideas rife 
To pleafe, aflpnifh, and furprize; 
And how the various figures flow 
Rapid with joy, with forrow flow ; 
How wide the ungoverned paffions roll ; 
How Rage and Hatred (hake the foul ; 
How Envy poifons our repofe ; 
And Vice begets * thoufand woes, '; 

Rapt with the theme, O may I feel 
How Virtue bids the ftorm bt Hill, 
Bids every raging paffion ceafe, 

» • * * 

And pours the heavenly beam of peace. 
When darknefs and the tempefts fly, 
If frofls unveil the azure (ky : 



Along 
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Along the fbuthern lea the Mufe 

Her fweetly-penfive walk purfues, 

Or by the brown forfaken wood. 

Or by the icy-fettered fteod. 

Though May he/ 1 glowing tints refufe, 

The rural fceue invites the Mufe : 

Though fiaJhing neteors fire die pole, 

Though ftorms defcend, and thunders roll, 

The foul, alive to Nature's charms, 

Rejoices in her dread alarms. 

Even 'mid the wafte of wintry fkies 

Beauty falutes poetic eyes ; , 

For fee ! what gems of various ray 

Sparkle on the leaflefs {pray! 

Brighter, I ween, than thofe that lhine 

In the Indian or Brazilian mine. 

And where projecting rocks diftil 

Through mofly chinks the living rill, 

B 4 What 
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What ftrange enchantment meets my eyes ! 

Lo! chryftal battlements arifel 

Here fairy towers of orient iheen, 

And pillared porticos are feen, 

Where fome Elfin dame may dwell, 

Sovereign of the potent (pell. 

Theft, Winter, thefe delights art thine. 

For thefe before thy icy fhrine 

I bead me, and devoutly pay 

The tribute o£a grateful lay, 



THE 
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THE 

DEATH OF EIRA, 

AN ODE. 

8 T HOP HE* 

T£ I L D A! by thy winding fhore, 

Cliffs abrupt and mountains hoar, 
Em a, lovely as the morn, 
Perifhed frantic and forlorn. 
Wild, from yon towering mountain high, 
Heard ye not the raven cry ? 
Through the tempeft-threatening air 
The fea-fowl fcreamed afar ; 
Then down the heaven's ftupendou; fteep 
The ipirit of the whirlwind rode, 
His fable couriers plowed the deep, 

And Ocean's angry furges roared aloud* 

ANTI- 
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ANTISTROPHB. 

To the rock whofe rugged fides 

r 

Drench'd repel th'outrageous tides, 

See! the billow-heaving blaft 

Drives the bark with headlong hade. 

The temped rattle* ia the fails : 

Now nor fail, nor helm avails ! 

Ah mariners! in wayward hour 

Ye brave the whirlwind's power.— 

They perifh! 'twas the. cry of woe!— - 

And now it founds a wilder {train ! 

And now< — -'tis paft ! at pleafure blow 

Tempefts ! at pleafure heave the billowy main, 

E POD E, 

Wild as raging winds and waves, 
Wild and weeping Eira raves, 

A 

z Beats 
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Beats her bofom, rends her hair! 

Her t>ri3efcroom petffhed in the main! 

Thy forrow, Eira, ftreams in vain} 

No pity fways the Itorm's inhuman ear. 

Him whom Kilda's maids deplore, . 

Pleafing to thy foul no more, 

On the boiling billow toft 

Down to Erin's fhelving coafl, 

Him relentlefs winds and wave 

Drive through the deeps and coral caves* * 

* c And there I'll clafp his corfe!" me frantic cried, 

And headlong plunged into the roaring tide. 



THE 
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THE INVITATION. 

AN IDYLLION. 

P*AIR Lady, leave parade and fliow, 

O leave thy courtly guife a while: 
For thee the vernal breezes blow, 
And groves, and flowery valleys faille: 

For no conceited felfifh pride 
Corrupts thy tafte for rural joy: 
Nor can thy gentle heart abide. 
The taunting lip, or fcornful eye. 

Nor fcorn, nor envy harbour here, 
Nor difcord, nor profane defires : 
No flattery (hall offend thine ear, 
For love our faithful fong infpires. 



When- 
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When fmiling morn arifeth gay, 
Gilding the dew-drops on the lawn, 
Our flocks on flowery uplands ftray, 
Our fongs (alette the rofy dawn. 

When noon-tide fcorcheth all the hills, 
And all the flowers and herbage fade, 
We feek the cool refrefhing rills 
That warble through the green-wood glade* 

But when the lucid flar of eve 
Shines in the weftern iky fereue, 
The fwains and (hepherdefles weave 
Fantaftic meafures on the green. 

O Lady, change thy fplendid ftate, 
With us a fhepherdefs abide ; 
Contentment dwells not with the great, 
But Hies from avarice and pride* 

The 
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The* groves invite thee, and our vale, 
Where every fragrant bad that blows, 
And every ftrcam, aad every gale 
Will yield thee pajtime and repofe. 



^m 



THE PAINTER. 

AN ANACREONTIC. 

TT7HEN Caea's fon afpir'd to fame, 

A fpir'd to paint the P a p h i a n dame, 
Defpairing even in Greece to find 
In one the numerous charms combined 
Of mein, and fhape, and hue, and air, 
That conflitute the peerlefs fair, 
And being bound, in love and duty, 
To paint a paragon of beauty, 



He 
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He travelled far, and gathered graces, 
In various lands, from various faces. 
The maidens, emulous of fame, 
Crouded where'er the painter came: 
One gave the foft (educing eye, 
And one the morn's vermilion dye, 
Another gave her flowing hair, 
And fome feemed confcious of their air, 
Or bade the fnowy bofom heave, 
Or fymmetf y, or fweetnefs gave. 
In Britain's ifle, in modern times, 
Believe me, though I deal m rhymes, 
Inftead of wandering far and near 
For bloom and features, fhape and air, 
Charmed in one heavenly form to find 
Beauty's fubduing powers combin'd, 
The artift would have faved his toij, 
Had he beheld Lavinta fmiie. 

THE 



S 2 LYRIC VERSES. 



THE RELAPSE- 

AN IDYL LI ON. 

T'M free ! no more with, dance and £>ng, 

Shepherds, I join the rural throng* 
For love in your aflembly reigns. 
I'm free I I've broke the tyrant's chains* 
Hence, far hence now let me ftray, 
Where woods exclude the glare of day, 
Where the tumbling high cafcade 
Ruffles through the rocky glade, 
Where the mournful flock-dove moans, 
And the groves return her groans, 
And no joyful found is near 
Rudely to invade mine ear. 
Sweet Meditation ! nymph that loves 
To roam by twilight in the groves, 



Condu& 
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Conduft me to thy mofly cell, 
Whcrc'all done tbpu loveft to dwell. 
Save when mufmg Melancholy 
Shuns with thee ihe.noife of folly j 
And ever teach me to deipife 
Of fleeting life the cares or joys. 
For what hath life but preying cares* 
Slight plea/ore;?, «and pfefpttnal fears* 
Vain fcene of troubles and of toils! 
TJnlefs when my Lavinia fmiles. 
Lavinia ! how the magic name 
Shoots through my foul a living flame! 
Subdues me! glides into my ibng!— — 
Ah me! thefe gloomy groves. among 
I faid I would fecureLy rove 
Free from the .tyranny of love! 

In vain ! Adieu, ye lonely ftreams, 

Where meek-eyed*jMeditation dreams ; 

C Adieu. 
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Adieu, ye clofe embowering fhades, 
For love your thickeff gloom pervades. 



HYMN 
TO THE MUSE. 

8 TROPHE. 

Vf7 H I L £ I tune the votive lay. 

And invoke the Mufe's aid* 
Hence, ye harpy cares, away I 
Nqr profane the hallowed (hade. 
Benign infpirer of my fong, 
O come, and with thee bring ak>n£ r 
Iflential to the tuneful vein, 
Calm quiet, and the foul ierene. 



^nti- 
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ANT I STROP HE. 

Often have I left the plains, 
Left the rural fports and play, 
Carelefs of the nymphs and fvvains, 
Of their games and paflime gay; 
By thee of every care beguiled, 
Thoughtful I ranged the pathlefs wild, 
Where lonely lakes refleft the Ikies, 
And groves and hoary rocks aYife. 



EPODI. 

Far in the foreft's awful fhade, 
Where Solitude, of penfive mien, 
Reclined befide the high cafcade, 
Admires the wild romantic fcene, 
Pleafed as the torrent roars along, 
Or liftening to the turtle's fong ; 

C 2 Often 
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Often my enchanted eyes 
Saw thy myftic band arife, 
And thy magic numbers ftole, 
Murmuring fweetly, on my foul* 

ITIOPHB. 

Ever as returning ipring 
Smiled aufpicious on the mead, 
And the temper's hoary king 
Howling in the whirlwind fled, 
By thee enlivened and infpir'd. 
By nature's powerful beauty fir'd, 
Carelefi of cenfure, blithe and free, 

I fung of nature and of thee. 

» 

ANTISTROPHE. 

In the ftream-divided glade, 
O how fweet with thee unfeen, 



By 



\ A 



> 



lyric verses: 

By the bloomy hawthorn (hade 

To enjoy the pen five {bene, 

When Hesper. elded the gates of 4ay, 

AniCYNTHiA, with \gp film ray, 

Arifing o'er the mountain's brow, 

Gladdened the gloomy vale below. 

EPODEi 

Then ifluing from their rocky fhelves, 
Where dripping rills faft-trickling ftrain 

ji 

In order meet the fairy-elves 
Extend along the flowery plain : 
And now the mazy ranks advance, 
Revolving wild the myftic dance | 
Shrill the elfin minftrels ling, 
By the ftream the fprightly ring 
Lightly trip the dewy plain 
Round and round the glow-worm's train* 

C3 ITRO« 
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STROPHE. 

Mufe, thy fwcet aJTuafive power 
Soothes my foal, aflailed with grief, 
As the foft-defcendiog fhower 
Gives the fickening rofe relief, 
When o'er the yellow meads and vales 
The madding rage of noon prevails, 
And flowers and vivid verdure fade, 
And fhepherds feek the embowering (hade, 

AH T I ST ROPHE. 

Thee, to Virtue near ally'd* 
No ignoble cares controul; 
Scorning pomp, defpifing pride, 
Thine the independent foul. 
How dear to love and friendlhip thou. 
Of turtle-eye and placid brow, 

z For 



* 
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For feelings exquifitely fine 

And truth and tendernefs are thine* 

EPODE, 

While others in adventrous flight 
Soar high on Peg as ae an wing, , 

* • 

Eager to found the bloody fight 
And red-ey'd war's terrific king, 
Give me, amid the lonely grove, 

4 

Unfeen, unheard, with thee to rove, 
Free from anxious doubts and fears, 
Far from pride and courtly cares, 
Pallid envy, fierce debate, 
Calumny, and rankling hate. 



C4 HYMN 
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HYMN 
TO HEALTH, 

r 

r\ By the gentle gales that blow 

Refrefhing from the mountain's brow, 
By the vermil bloom of morn, 
By the dew-drop on the thorn, 
By the fky-lark's matin Jay, 
By the flowers that blooming May 
Sprinkles on the meads and hills, 
By the brooks and faming rills, 
Come, fmiling Health, and deign to be 
Our queen of rural fports and glee. 
What fudden radiance gilds the Ikies f 
What warblings from the groves arifc \ 



A breeaie 
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A breeze more odoriferous blows! 
The flream more muficatiy flows ! 
A brighter fmilp tie valfey wea*s f 
And lo! the lovely queen appears* 
O Health, I know thy btae-Wight eye, 
Thy dewy % thy rofy dyt„ 
Thy dimpled cheek, thy lively ai# 
That wins a finile from pining care. 
Soft-pinioned gales around thee breathe. 
Perfuming dews thy trefles bathe, 
The zone of Venus girds thy waiil, 
The young Loves flutter round thy breaft, 
And on thy path the rofe-winged Jiours 
Scatter their ever-varying flowers. 
See! the nymphs and every fwain 
Mingle i n thy feftive train, 
With roguifh winks, and winning wiles, 
.And whifpering low, and dimpling fnulcs, 

An4 
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And many a tale, devi ed with care, 
To win the bafhful maiden's ear ; 
And fweetly Toothing blandifhment, 
And the coy air of half confent ; 
And Joy, and rofe-complexioned Laughter 
With tottering footftep following after. 
J Goddefs, ever blithe and fair, 
Ever mild and debonair, 
Stay with us, and deign to be 
Our Queen of rural mirth and glee. 



ANA- 
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ANACREONTIC. 

T Fain would finite a louder firing, 

Of arms and martial feats would fing, 
How Wolf fubdued the Gallic pride, 
And like the conquering Theban died : 
How foremoft in the ranks of war, 
The fword of Sco t l a n d flamed afar, 
Dealt wild deftru&ion to the foe, 
And laid the howling Indian low; 
From Pindus, from Castalia's dreams, 
Deep-read in forms, and learned in names, 
I bid the Mufe afcend fublime, 
And build the everlafting rhime : 
But forms, and long learned words ar$ vain, 
Harfh and uncouth the ftubborn ft rain. 
But when 1 fing the power of love, 
Melody delights the grove*/ 

Fragrant 



44 LYRIC VERSESL 

* 

Fragrant blooming flowers arife, 
Breathing incenfe to the fltids ; 
Soft as evening aepJiyrs blow 
The ambling eafy numbers How, 
And by this proof convinced, I fee* 
O Love I I have no Mufe bnt thee. 



IDYLLION 

To a Gentleman of the Weft 
Indies on his Marriage, 

«« A N D thou haft dared to wear the chain ! 

" And flowery may the fetters be! 
" If merit can the meed obtain, 
" Content will ever fmile on thee. 



" Con- 
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** Connubial bleffings fcall be thine, 
*' Connubial virtues warm thy bread : 
44 Troth, candour, and good-humour join 
44 To render thee fupremery bleft.* 

As thus the (wain, from erery hill, 
From erery rale, and woody plain, 
From every brook, and gaining rill 
Wild-nymphs replied in plaintive drain : 

* c Far from his native glades and groves, 

" Far hence onr chearful (hepherd drays, 

" Mid fouthern ides and oceans roves, p 

4t Nor heeds our graturating lays. 

" Yet here no fiery ray inflames 
*' The breezelcfs fky; our zephyrs blow 
" Frefh from the mountain ; and our dreams 
** Cool through the verdant valley flow. 



M 



Here 
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*' Here Health of rofeat hue invites, 
" Her breath perfumes the downy gale, 
M The warbling of her fong delights 
" The echoing green hill and the vale, 

" Bleft with the affections of fhe fair, 
«' With truth, and peace, and lafting joy, 
<* Ne'er may the gloomy cloud of care 
" The funlhine of his foul deftroy." 

Thine abfence thus our valley mourns, 
And thus we ha 1 thy tender love : 
J|cha the ftrain returns, returns 
A mother's voice from G grove. 



TO 
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TO HEALTH, 

AN IDYLLION. 

/^i E N I A L Health ! that loves to dwell 

Mid the rural wild retreat* 
Where the balmy-breathing gale 
Aye perfumes thy grafly feat : 

Goddefs of the enlivening fmile* 
On thy cheek the rofes glow, 
And thy winning words beguile 
Sorrow and the pangs of woe. 

Ever on the upland lawn 
Warbleft thou the oaten reed, 
When the rofy-featured dawn 
Beams upon the yellow mead* 



Blithely 
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Blithely dancing art thon feen 
With tfye fwains and filvan' maids, 
When along the lilied green 
Eve her dewy mantle fpreads. 

Goddefs, from the flowery wafte, 
Hear a fimple fhep herd's prayer i 
Hear our valley's fond requeft, 
And to Phoebe's bower repair. 

With thy lenient breezes come ! 
With the enlivening fmile of joy ! 
Q reflore her fading bloom! 
O relume her languid eye ! 

And I ween no vulgar meed 
Shall reward thy guardian care, 
If a (hepherd's fimple reed 
Ever won thy liftenktg ear* 



THE 
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THE INVITATION. 

Written at St. Petersburg h. 

T E S B I A, return— I cannot fay 

. To flowery fields, and feafons gay : 
The Mufe defponding cannot ling 
Of the fweet garniture of Spring, 
Of fanny hills, and verdant vales, 
And groves, and ffcreams, and gentle gales : 
Thefe in more hofpitable climes 
May run mellifluent in my rhimes : 
For Winter, hoary and fevere, 
Rules, an imperious defpot, here. 
In chains the headlong flood he binds, 
He rides impetuous on the winds, 
Before him awful forefts bend, 

And tempefts in his train contend. 

D But 
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Bat what though wintry winds prevail, 

Thoqgh Boreas fends his rattling ha3 y 

Siberian fnows> and many a blaffc 

Howling along the dreary wade, 

From Sa moid a to the* moies 

Where black, with ftorms the Euxiiti roars r 

Thy blamelefs wit, thy poikhed fcafe, 

Can cafe and gaiety difpenft. 

Come then, my forefy Maid, and bring 

The kindly influence of Spring : 

Come with thy animating air, 

And nature's weary wafte repair. 



HYMN 
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H Y M N 

? o 

S O L I T D E. 

a 

^T E vales, ye venerable fhades, 

Ye gloomy groves, romantic glades j 
To your retreats I fly ; 
Remote from pride's difijainful fneer, 
And Folly's rude, unmeaning leer* 
And Envy's venomed eye. 
Oreads and Dryads, filyan powers, 
Inhabiting the caves an,d bovvers, 
Or ye that from the rocks and hills 
Send rivers and refrefhing rills, 
Propitious guide me to the dells 
Where Solitude in quiet dwells. 

D z O hav« 
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O have ye feen the gentle maid, 

Her trefles waving to the wind. 

Like a young (hepherdefs array'd, 

All in the moffy cave reclin'd, 

Where the fragrant woodbine blows, 

And a limpid fountain flows 

Murmuring through the vale, 

While far amid the deepening grove 

Lorn Philomel attunes her love 

In wild notes warbling to the according gale ? 

There mufing Melancholy reigns, 

And as (he breathes her folemn ftrains, 

The penfive thoughts in foft fucceffion rife, 

Heaves the warm heart, and fwim the tearful eyes. 

O Solitude, of foul ferene, 
Of thoughtful eye, and modeft mein, 
Lovely philofophic maid 
Guide me to thy filent {hade! 

3 Oftea 
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Often in thy woody dell, 
The Mufes tune the charming (hell 
That filb the foul with heavenly fires, 
Undaunted, fortitude infpires, 
Infpires magnanimous deiigns, 
The grovelling appetites refines, 
The filken bands of pleafure breaks, 
And vice's wide dominion fhakes. 
From thee arofe the S ami an fong; 
From thee the laws of Numa fprung; 
In later times by thee reveal'd, 
Luther the beam of truth beheld, 
And fearlefs bade the powerful light 
Confound 'the fpeftres of the night j 
Night fled with Superftition's train, 
The fcourge, the rack, the galling chain. 
O lead me to the folemn groves, 
. Where heavenly Contemplation roves : 

E>3 The 
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The holy hermit often (trays 

Far from the valley's flowery maze; 

Sequeftered on the mountain* hoar, 

Where forefta wave, and torrents roar. 

Incumbent o'er the tdckf ieep 

He views afar the bound lefs deep, 

* 

And when the waves of Ocean rolI f 
Sublime delight fufpends his fouU 
By him the emancipated mind 
Leaves narrow Prejudice behind* 
Soars high, beyond the fhrkks of night 
Guides unappalled her eagle- flight, 
To meet Religion's genuine ray, 
" And mingle with the blaze of day .'* 
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TO MIRTH. 

AN IDYLLION. 

TT A S T £ thee, Mirth, enlivening poweis 

Parent of the genial hour, 
Sportive god without delay 
Animate our feftal day. 
Here, where dewy rofes glow. 
And the hawthorn bloflbms blow, 
And the lively linnets fing, 
Wave thy pleafure-breathing wing. 
Come, infpire the feftive drain j 
Come with all thy happy train, 
Jovial Sports, alluring Wiles, 
Laughter, and the dimpling Smiles* 
Leave a while the Pap hi an grove, 
Lo, the radiant Queen of Love, 

D 4 Ever 
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Ever gentle, ever gay, 
Hither 'wins her eafy way. 
And how lovely fhe appears ! 
Ino's form the goddefs wears, 
With her unaffedled eafe, 
And her native power to pleafe, 
And her fweetly-penfi ve air, 
And her fmiles that banifh care* 
Hark ! from every vocal grove, • 
Shepherds fwell'the raptured fong, 
" Who is ihe that moves along? 
" Ino? or the Queen of Love V 9 
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PLAIN TRUTH. 
T O A L A D Y. 

AN ANACREONTIC. 

" A ^ ^ ^ ^ m ^ mu ^' awa ^ e > m y lye! 

" In Delia's praife: and may the lay,' 
4S Glowing with pure poetic lire, 
" Flow copious, elegant, and gay. 

*' Her virtues and her charms proclaim, 
" Proclaim her innocent of guile, 
" And gentle; and tranfmit to fame 
u The power of her fubduing fmile." 

'Twas thus, reclined in yonder (hade, 
1 oft invoked the mufe's aid : 



At 
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At length (he came; but vanithed fad. 
And fmiKng archly as fhe paft, 
She faid, «« 'Twere better had you chofe 
" To tell your tale in honeft profe ; 
** And therefore, when you call me next, 
" Take my advice, and change the text ; 
" Invoke mc when you deal in fiction, 
" Plata truth needs no poetic di&ion." 
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WITH SOME FLOWERS, 
TO A L A D r. 

AN IDYLLION. 

*T' O thee, fweet-fmiling maid, I bring 
The beauteous progeny of Spring; 
In every breathing bloom I find 
Some pleafing emblem of thy mind. 
The blulhes of that opening rofc 
Thy tender modefty difclofe. 
Thefe fnow-white lilies of the vale, 
t>iffufing fragrance to the gale. 
No oflentatious tints affiime, 
Vain of their exquifite perfume ; 
Carelefs, and fweet, and mild, we fee 
In thefe a lovely type of thee* 

I* 
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In yonder gay enamelled field 

Serene that azure bloflbm fmil'd; 

Not changing with the changeful fky, 

Its faithlefs tints inconftant fly. 

For unimpaired by winds and rain 

I faw the unaltered hue remain. 

So, were thy wild affections prov'd, 

Thy heart by fortune's- frowns unmov'd, 

Fleafed to adminifter relief, 

In troublous times would folace grief, 

Thefe flowers with genuine beauty glow; 

The tints from Nature's pencil flow ; 

What artifl could improve their bloom ? 

Or meliorate their fweet perfume ? 

Fruitlefs the vain attempt. Like thefe, 

Thy native truth, thine artlefs eafe, 

Fair, unaffected maid, can never fail to pleafc. 
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NOTEMUR ENIM, NESCIO QUO PACTO, 

LOCIS IPSIS IN QUIBUS EORUM QUOS 

DILIGIMUS AUT ADMIRAMUR 

ADSUNT VESTIGIA. 

Cic. de Leg. 



( 



A conference between the King and the Barons was* 
appointed at Runny Mead, between Windfor and 
Staines, a place which has ever fince been ex- 
tremely celebrated on account of this great event. 
The two parties encamped apart like open ene- 
mies $ and, alter a debate of a few days, tjie 
King, with a fociUty which was fomewhat fuf- 
picious, fignedand fealcd the Charter which was 
required of him. This famous deed, commonly 
called the Great Charter, either granted or 
fecured very important liberties and privileges 
to every order of men in the kingdom. 

Hume's Hist. Chap. ii„ 
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HERE will I ftay my ftranger-fteps, and greet 
This hallowed field. Here, though unfkilled 
to breathe 
Soft melody, mine oaten reed (hatl pour 
The fong of gratulation. Runny Mead, 
Thee I falute with reverence ! not that May 
Accompanied with odoriferous gales, 
Viilts thy border, and with herbs and flowers 
Arrays thee; nor that Thame? 'mid wil lowed ifles, 
And fruitful field, flow- winding from the towers 
And groves of Windsor, laves thy margin green, 
Rendering thee homage ; nor that Cooper-hill, 
Adorned with verdure, and renowned in fong, 

6 Defends 
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Defends thee from the fultry fouth. It is 
That Freedom honours thee — hail, Runny Mead.' 
Illuftrious field! like Marathon renown'd! 
Or Salamis, where Freedom on the hofts 
Of Persia from her radiant fword (hook fear 
And dire difcomfiture ! Even now I tread 
Where Albion's antient Barons won the pledge 
Of independence. Here on (lately deeds 
Gaily caparifoned, their (hields engrav'd 
With fair atchievements, and devices quaint 
Of chivalry, with plaited mail and fpear 
High-flaming they advanced. Their brow fed ate, 
And ftedfaft mein announced the vigorous mind 
Determined for the public weal. Rebuk'd 
By their fuperior genius, though begirt 
With flattering minions, in thy fullen eye, 

« 

Plantacenet! thine abjeft fpirit lour'd. 

" Think 
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41 Tkink not/' they cried, " dioa reigneft and 

art rever'd 

*' By free-born men to gratify thy pride 

" And worthlef* appetites. Miftaken Prince, 

" Can regal titles, like a potent (pell, 

** Confer dominion ? or can founding phrafe, 

" Monarch and Emperor, mere words, convey 

" A right to tyrannize? Or haft thou dream'd 

" That chofen genii at the birth of kings 

" Prefide aufpicious, forming them for rule 

t 
" And high pre-eminence? What earth refra'd 

" By ftellar influence mild, tempered in foils 
*' Ely si an, moiftened with the dews that bathe 
" The blooms of Paradise, hath Nature fought 
** To falhion princes? Or what obvious proof 
" Of peerlefs worth, ftamped on their outwafd 

form, 
V Commands obedience? In the haughty eye, 
- E " And 
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" And on the lofty forehead, Pride alone 
" Hath graved the law, " Obey me, and fubmit 
" Implicit to my will." An impious law, 
" Unwarranted by reafon, and cor.d'entn'd 
" By the ingenuous dictates of the heart ! 
" Say, can the Monarch, or proud Baron, boaft 
" finer materials, or more fkilled device 
fi In their formation, or more carious fhape 
" And mini ft ry of limbs, than he that plows 
" The glebe, and earns his livelihood with toil? 
" Yet with no dainty cates the mapple difh 
" Regales his palate ; and from wintry winds 
" He feeks the fhelter of his humble cot, 
" Unenvious of the lofty hall begirt 
" With towers and battlements. No purer gales 
" Infpire. thy panting lungs, than what he breathes 
" To woods and wilds in lively- ditted fong. 
Vain pageantry and long parade of ilate 

" Work- 
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** Working on idle fancy, fill the crowd 

** With gaping wonder : but will pale Difeafe 

** Regard thy royalty ? Or can thy power 

*' Stay or repell the arm of Death ? He comes, 

" No fupple courtier trim, with lip that wears 

*' Sweet filken fmiles, inviting to the feaft, 

" Or fair affembly of foft maids. He comes> 

€t Haggard and iiern ; a ftiape uncouth, with frowns 

" Horrific to confound thy pride, and wafle 

*' Thy pampered carcafe. Know, to all mankind, 

" Nature accords like appetites and powers 

" Of genuine pleafure. The laborious hind 

*• Like thee enjoys the bed of eafe ; enjoys 

" The balmy pleafures of applaufe; and wooes 

" The .fweet endearments of domeftic life. 

•* Perchance more mufical the father's nam* 

«' Salateth his ear; the appellation bland 

" Of hulband, dews of fofter blifs diftils 

E 2 " On 
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" On his confenting heart, than' kings have prov'd 
•' Amid the glare of courts. What taftes befide, 
Thy breaft folicit, or what paffions fire, 
Require the rule of reafon: if indulg'd 
Beyond due limits, they degrade the foul. 
And poifon our repofe. To (hame the night 
" With revelry and riot, to confume 
" The day in torpid floth, to be admir'd 
" And gazed at by the gaping croud, to fold 
" Thy limbs in foft apparel, and to feed 
On dainty viands, while continual fmiles 
Of fawning minions weary thee, behold - 
The fum of thine enjoyments ! fparious joys ! 
" The brood of falfe Opinion, in the lap 
" Of Flattery nurft, and foftefed with the fmiles 

" Of felf-applauding Vanity. For thefc 

" Wouldft thou enilave thy fellow-men £ deprive 

" Them of their native rights? O worfe than wild 

" Vora- 
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€€ Voracious tyger ! he purfues the fawn 

€< To gratify his natural wants : but thou, 

** To gratify thy fpurious paffions, born 

" Of vice, unowned by nature wouldit condemn 

*' Thy fellow-men to mifery. Caft down 

** The proud prefumptuous thought ; and feek the 

fame 
" To reign thy people's father, to preierve 
" Their independence, and prevent the woes 
" That fpring from anarchy and fierce mifrule." 

O gallant chiefs ! whether ye ride the winds, 
Bound on fome high commiffion to confound 
The pride of guilty kings ; or to alarm 
Their coward fpirits through the realms of night 
Hurl the tremendous comet ; or in bowers 
Of blooming paradife enjoy repofe ; 
I ween the memory of your patriot-zeal 
Exalts your glory, and fublimes your joy. 

E 3 That 
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That day, reclining in his mofly hall, 
Raifed cm high columns, paved with ores, and 

roofd 
With chryftal, underneath the gliding ware. 
Amid the aflembly of the watery powers 
Swelling his tide with tributary ftreams, 
Thames heard the tidings; and his prefcient mind 
Was rapt in far futurity. " 'Tis done 1° 
He cried, " 'tis done! the mighty deed atchievM, 
" Big with important iffues ! For a time, 
" Though delHned days of havock and difmay 
" May lour with hideous a/pe&, yet athwart 
" Thefe glooms horrific, lo! the ftarof peaca 
" Arifeth radiant, fhedding beams of mild 
" A fluafive influence. Lo, (he comes! fhe comes! 
'* Freedom from her celeftial bower defcenda 
f ' Girt with refulgent glory, to promote 

2 <« The 
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*' The independent virtues, and improve 
".The latent principles of human worth* 
" Hail, Freedom! hail! Like die pervading beam 
" Of Titan, through all nature kindling life, 
" And health, and gladnefs, thy reviving ray 
u Exhilarates and warms. Bereft of thee, 
Even in the bowers, and flowery paths of joy 
The ftruggling figh arifes, chilling fear 
" Unnerves the heart, and fecret pangs of grief 
" Prey on the manly fpirit. Soft the fmile 
Of orient Morn ; and fweet the ruftling wing 
Of Zephyr, rifing from the wade of flowers, 
And breathing fragrance; but nor orient Morn, 
" Nor fragrant Zephyr, nor Arabian climes, 
" Nor gilded cielings, can relieve the foul 
" Pining in thraldom. On thy Hep attends 
"Astraba fmiling, to the virtuous mind 
" A lovely form, mild, and benevolent; 

* 
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" But to the foul foul with committed crimes 
Frowning, an hideous Gorgon, armed with wrath, 
And clothed with deadly terror. Candid Truth, 
" In white apparel, beauteous as the Mom, 
" The friend of Juftke, honoured and careft 
By Liberty, revifits earth. Erewhile 
Banifhed by Superftition's yells and racks 
" Tormenting, by fell tyranny difinay'd 
And perfecuted to ethtrial fields 
She winged her luminous flight : behind her 
dot'd 
" Deep darknefe. Beam, O gentle Goddefs, beatn 
" Thy holy light! proteaed by the lhield 
" Of Liberty, confound the dark deceit, 
" The guile of fpecious priefthood, and expofe 
" The cruelty and barbarous arts that lark 
" Behind the bannered crofs. In the lone walk 
" Of Meditation let thy form ferene 

" Salute 
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" Salute the pondering fage, and chear his foul 
" Labouring in doubts, in wild opinion's maze 
" Perplexed and wandering. By thine eye.difpers'd, 
•' Millions of varying (hades, and fhapes uncouth,. 
*• Thin air-blown theories,, and fyfteme wove 
" With fancy's wopf,. gliftening in tranfient beams 
" Of novelty , diflblve. The unreal form 
" Of Error, veiled in the motlied garb 
" Of Ignorance and Folly, trickt with fmiles 
" Perfidious, vanities in air. What {trains 
" Of warbled melody delight my foul ? 
" From groves, and glades, and eyery winding 

. ftream 
" Harmony breathes ! The powers of fong awake 
" Their numerous defcant. They in ages pad 
" Hight nymphs Pierian, in the Aoni an glades, 
" By ftreams of fair Cephisus, or in groves 
" Of Helicon, fweet-fmiling minftrels, dealt 

"Har- 
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" Harmony to the liftening ifl.es and mores 
'• Of G r e e c e . How foon fair Liberty, betray'd 
" By venal arts and foul corruption, fled 
" Her cities, and the towers of Pallas fell 
" A prey to thraldom, the melodious choir 
" Ceafed their fweet warbling. Yet in after times 
Their voice was heard, and when defpotic power 
A fTumed the mien of Liberty, a drain 
" Energic (lowed by Tib p. a, and the pipe 
" In Mantua warbled. Ah! full foon the roar 
" And diffonanceof difcord harih, and frowns 
"Of tyranny, whofe rugged vifage damps 
" The genial fervors of the foul, and quells 
•' The afpiring fpirit, marred their heavenly fong. 
" Again they lift their tuneful voice, and pour 
" Their fwcet afluafive numbers. Deadly feuds, 
" And war, and carnage, and the groans of death, * 
" Shall ceafe: the iflands and the fruitful vales ** 

" Shall 
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" Shall ihout with gladhefs ; and the mingled dance, 

" The fprightly tabor, and the pipe fhall chear 

" My willowed banks. Ye villagers, rejoice ; 

" And ye who cultivate the fertile glebe 

" Carrol the gladfome fong. For you the plain 

" Shall wave with wheaten harvefts ; and the gale 

" From blooming bean-fields fhall diffufe perfume. 

•* In gallant order, o'er my curling wave, 

" Arrayed in gay apparel, crowned with gems, 

i 

" Commerce exulting guides her burnifhed prow. 
" Hail Lady, welcome to the ihores and ftreams 
" Of fea-girt Albion. From the mountain's brow 
" Defcend propitious O ye gales ! and fwell 
t€ 7'he floating canvas. Waft to diftant fhores 
" The fruits of Albion's cultured fields ; the 

fleece 
" Shorn from her milk-white flocks ; and in return, 
*' Give power and fame to her deferring race." 

He 
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He tfefc&d ; and lo ! with glad accord the nymph* 
Railed the foft fymphony : and on thy lap, 
Fairfield! invoked the fbftering dews, and fhowers, 
And weftern galea, to fcatter opening blooms. 

Famed Runny Mead ! thee I furvey with awe 
And holy reverence. "May no impious ftcp 
Profane thy hallowed bounds. O ye, immerft 
In luxury or fhameful floth, the flaves 
Of pleafure, who negleft the warning voice 
Of public virtue, when a nation's tears 
Implore deliverance from oppreffion's rod, 
Or baleful penary !— O ye who dare, 
In fpite of (hame, regardlefs of contempt, 
For paltry gold, or titles falfely deem'd 
Honours, your peerlefs birth- right fell, and bend 

Snbmiffive to the yoke! O ye who bathe 

Your fpeech in honied flattery, who mould 
Your pliant features to affenting fmiles, 

And 

/ 
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And heap mean incenfeoa the fplendid fhrine 
Of arrogating Pride!? — O falfe of heart 
Ye who enflamed with avarice, or revenge, 
Or envy, or ambition, dareafiume 
The fembk»ce ©f fair Liberty, to fire 
The madding multitude, and from her dens 
Infertal to provoke the fnaky fiend. 
Frantic Sedition — Hence ye tainted crew, 
Nor tafte this air, nor with licentious Hep 
Profane this hallowed ground. The virgin-choir 
Pierian here (hall fcatter garlands wove 
With flowers of Attica, and thofe that bloom 
By Aganippe's tuneful fount. The powers 
And virtues delegated to protect 
The human race, with Albion's antient chiefs, 

Shall here afTemble, and high councils hold 

» 

To blaft the might, to counter aft the {pells 

Of 
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Ofyici; arch-necromancer; and feeure 
The happinefs ordained to mortal man. 

And now return, my vagrant Mnfel fall bold 
Haft thou adventured, and haft fwelled a note 
Of higher utterance than befits the reed 
Of an unpoltfhed minftrel. Yet the lay 
Flows not in vain, nor without high reward 
Of honour, if the illuftrious few approve 
Who value Independence, and have vow'd 
By Truth and Virtue to maintain her power. 
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TT^RITONS, awake! make of the unfeemly 
"*" - ^ bands 

Of indolence and pleafure : from the embrace 
Of wantonnefs arife : wafte not thofe powers* 
Deftined by nature for illuftrious deeds* 
In revelry and riot. O how long; 
Harrowing the foul, mail enmity and flrife' 
Diflract your reafon, and deftroy yonr peace ? 
What angry fpirlt hath gone forth, pofleft 
Your troubled minds with difcord, and enfiam'd 
The frenzy of fedition ? fhamelefs race! 
The lull of power, the fordid thirft of gain 
Compell your hearts; and pleafure's poifonous 
draught 

F Wife 
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With fecrct, fwift-confaming influence, wa&es* 
Your boafted vigor. Tame, can ye behold 
Oppreffion, with inhuman rage, purfue 
The guiltlefs; burning with unhallowed zeal 
To cni(h the free-born, and enthrall die brave f 

O Corsica, for thee my fpirit grieves! 
By nature deftined the retreat of peace, 
And fmiling freedom; like Britannia, girt 
With guardian-waves, thy vales and watered plain* 
To perfevering toil and culture yield 
Abundance ; not fpontaneouily profufe 
To pamper floth, bat fertile to reward 
The arts of indullry. In vain thy feas 
Defend thee, and thy fruitful vales in vain 
Have courted freedom. FromtheLATiAN ihore, 
The Roman eagle, ravenous for the prey, 
Ravaged thy fields : the Carthaginian fpoil'd 
Thy flowery vallies : and in later times, 

Th« 
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^he Saracen defiled thy. ilrcams with gore : . 

Thefe were thy foes profeft. But under guife 

■ 

<!)f plighted faith; the falfe Ligurian, fkill'd 
In perfidy and guileful arts, imposed 
The yoke of thraldom. Thus from age to age 
Thy genius ftruggled with inceflarit toils ; 
And what fttftairied thee but the generous zeal 
For independence ? Hence thy valiant chief 
Pascal arofe, from tyranny, and guile 
Perfidious, to affert thy rights. In vain! 
The Gaul infatiate, burning With the pangs 
Of wild ambition thwarted, pours an hoft 
Leagued with injuftice, to o'erwhelm the fbns 
Of freedom, by ingenuous freedom bold. 
O Corsica, for thee my fpirit grieves I 
Moved with companion, While in thought I view 
Thy cities defolate, thy fruitful fields 
Ravaged and wafte. Slain in the prime of life 

F 2 Thy 
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Thy warriors perifh ; and thy hoary fires 
Welter in blood ; thy matrons frantic, howl ; 
And with difhevelled locks, thy tender maids 
Difgraced, unpitied, wail. Who fhall arife, 
Faithful to virtue, and allured of fame, 
To flrield the guiltlefs, to defend the weak, 
And break opprefiion's tod ? O who hath heard 
The voice of Freedom pleading with her ions ? 
That voice which penetrates and fires the heart, 
Rouzes the powers of action, and difpels 
Pleafure's deluding dream. To Albion's cliffs 
The goddefs turns her tender-weeping eye : 
So weeps a mother, injured and oppreft ; 
So flies for fuccour to her elder-born. 

O Britons ! let her pleading touch your hearts : 
Hath (he not cherifhed you ? hath not her power 
In perilous times fuftained you ; and repell'd 
The weapons of oppreffion ? Hence your fields 

6 Wave 
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Wave with abundance; and your ftreets rejoice, 
Crouded and attive. Hence to every wind 
Commerce expands her fails : from every clime, 
From Ganges, and the fpicy groves of Ind, 
Or from the weftern mores and iflands laved 
By the Atlantic, wealth, the due reward 
Of induftry, pours copious, Profpering arts, 
Planted by Freedom, by her bounteous hand 
Upheld, in Albion fix their chofen feat. 

But not alone, to pile unbounded wealth, 
To cherifh arts, fecure and undifturb'd 
To fhare the plenteous feaft, and reft at eafe 
Beneath the bower of peace, hath Heav'n beflow'd 
The precious boon. *Tis that the minds of men, 
Vigorous and unrestrained, may raife their powers, 
Put forth the fruits of virtue, and exalt 
Their nature to a higher rank. O ye, 
Skilful to fearch the mazes of the heart, 

F 3 Weigh 
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Weigh its perfe&ions, and explore its power** 
Is there a virtue more divinely fair, 
More powerful to refift o'erwhelmiiig vice, 
And give our faculties, embellished, fir'd 
With heavenly energy, • to foar fublimc, 
Than mild Benevolence ? her rac^iant beam* 
Illuminate the breaft, difpell the gloom 
Of fordid paflions, calm o'erflowing rage, 
With genial influence fofter and promote 
The feeds of upright aftion, and diffufe 
Joy to the cgnfeious heart, S9 blith-eyed Spring 
With fmiles, and ge&tle airs, temperates the flcy 
From biting colds, unbinds the frozen glebe, 
And with diflilling dews prepares the year 
For the fwect progeny of herbs and flowers. 
But not alone in the forfaken vale 
And woodland^ath, of folitude, by deeds 
Of private virtue, will the chofen f<?w. 

Warmed 
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Warmed with the generous heart, valiant and free, - 
Improve their native fires. They climb the afcent 
Of high renown : regardlefs of the fmiies, 
The foft enticements, and alluring arts 
Of /indolence and pleafnre^ they embrace 
The weal of nations : dauntlefs, nnappall'd . 
With perils, and with menaced death atchieve 
Attions of bold emprize : add from the feat 
Of power expel injuftke. Thus itffpir'd, 
Britons arife! ye who enjoy the fweets^ 
The confeioas dignity, the placid (mile 
Of Liberty, impart the Wife to thofe 
Who pant for independence ; yet behold 
The yoke fufpended, and the fetters forg'd. 
Is there a date more piteous than of men 
Free-born and brave* doomed by ambition's rage 
To pine in thraldom ? Heirs of light and life, 
Heirs of the bounty poured impartial' forth 

F 4 By 
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By nature to her fons, but of their right, 
Their precious birthright, reft by lawlefs power! 
Dragged forth relu&ant to the galling talk, 
No lenient hopes, no ray of promi fed blifs 

To chear their toil defponding and difmay'd, 

While (tern op predion, with rapacious grafp, 
Seizes the pittance, earned with fleeplefs care, 
A fcant provi&on for their feeble age, 
(Or death-bed langour-r- whelmed with flia:.>> -> 

enflam'd 
With thirft of vengeance, while the fcourge infiifts 

Dishonourable pain can they enjoy 

The fmile of peace? or can their humble roof, 
Expofed to infult, and the fpoilers rage, 
Yield confolaiion ? Mifery worfe than death, 
When free-born men, endowed with godlike powers, 
With generous paffions glowing, are compell'd 
f o obey the wild defires, or mean caprice 

Of 
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Of an imperious tyrant, when perchance 
The heart revolts, and Virtue cries aloud 
Againft the deed. Chilled by unkindly blights, 
Their opening virtues langoifh and decay. 
Their features lofe the liberal air of truth 
And open' candour. Dark fufpicion clouds 
Their touring vifage ; and deceit perverts 
Their faltering fpeech. When pride "and avarice 

warp 
The oppreffor's heart, bar his relentlefs ear 
Againft the prayer of pity, and eraze 
The fenfe of merit from his darkened foul ; 
What fhield can weaknefs to his ravenous grafp 
Oppofe, but daftard guile ? Can thofe who groan 
Beneath the inhuman tafk, whofe rueful pangs 
Unpitied, unrelieved, breed lafting hate 
And thirft of vengeance in the foul, indulge 
Tender emotions, and the glowing heart ? 

O ye 
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O ye who roll the eye of fierce difdatu, 
Impute not to the trembling, tortur'd fiavt> 
Condemned by partial fortune to endure 
The {tripes of avarice, asd the fcom ef pride* 
Impute not guile, or an uftfeeting breafc 
Ye teach him fecHngt i your infatiato rage 
His hate exafperates, *»d caflames bis heart 
With rancour and unufiiat wrath. 'Twas thus, 
The Iberian humanized the guiltlefc tribes 
Who roamed Peruvian fcrefts, and the bank* 
Of Orellanb, what timet coavulfed and torn 
With agony,, the tortured fires be^ueath'd 
Refentmeut ta their fons S *Twas then their heartt 

* 

* 

Throbbed with new horror ;. with unwonted ire 

The wild eye reddened, and the virtues fled! 

/ 

The gentle virtues! 1 . In their ftead aroie 
Difmay, the counfellor of daftard deeds* 
Revenge, and ruthlefs Hatred. Thea were heard 

Wail 



CORSICA. 91 

Wailings, aad weeping : howled the defart-caves ; 
And nature from the roaring torrents figh'd. 
'Tis Virtue's caufe, — That plant of healing 
power 
To afluage heart-rending care, reared by the hand 
Of fmiling Liberty, expands, and bears 
Sweet fruitage. Britons, ere the gathered dorm, 
Fierce-flying on the whirlwind's wafteful wing, 
Scatter wild ruin, followed by the wail 
Of unavailing forrow, interpofe 
Thrjely relief, and from the ravening blaft 
Prefervethe goodly bloflbms. If by deeds 
Ye prove your ardour genuine, and your zeal 
For independence, not an airy dream, 
Know, on your fpirits the renewing power 
Of liberty defcending, lhall reilore 
The virtues df your fatheft, valour, truth, 
And temperance, andjuftice. Who. Jhall; dare* 

When 
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When thus enlightened, thus renewed, ye feel 

Your in sate dignity ; when bold to acl, 

And dear to penetrate, ye know the force 

And worth of independence ; who (hail dar.^ 

By open violence, or inudions guile, 

Provoke your vengeance ? When the Ate . .. : :.:<s 

rofe 
Heroic to defend the Ionian dates 
From Persia's arrogating power, the fire 
Of public virtue, with intenfer beam, 
Glowed in their bofoms, on the gladdened ifles, 
Streaming athwart incumbent glooms, diffused 
Mild radiance ; and with bright effulgence blazM 
Glorious around them, when the numerous hoft 
Of Asia fled from Marathon, and flain'd 
The fhores of S a la mis with reeking gore. 

What boots it to enjoy the fmiles of heaven, 
The flowery feafons, and the foft perfumes 

Shook 
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Shook from the wings of zephyr, and retire 
Forgotten to the grave ? Is it for this 
The mind of man, informed with mighty potters, 
Conceives the future, and revolves the pafl, 
Reafons, refie&s, and judges? Hark! the voice 
Of glory fummons, bids the foul exert 
Her faculties, not given to fleep fupine 
In pleasure's filken lap, but to atchieve 
Peerlefs renown. Nor will the laurel earn'd 
By deeds of martial hardihood, preferve 
Immortal verdure. Tranfient fame proceeds 
From armies vanquished, and from ruined ftates. 
Praife follows virtue. Few the Thbb an bands, 
And limited the fcene of their exploits : 
Yet Fame with rapture celebrates the chief, 
Who, calmly brave, on Ma ntinaea's field, 
Expired a patriot ; turning with difdain 
From the fierce ravagers whofe numerous hoifc, 

Stream- 
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Streaming from ScVthian and Sarwatiaw 

cliffs, 
Deluged the world. Akhoigh your oofequffrisg 

fword, 
Heroes of Albion, da the aorthetn fhdres 
Of Canada, or in the genial ifks, 
Cuba and Martinique, humbled the fvidd 
Of Celtic and Iberia^ kings, your fame 
Shines With diminished fjfr lender, if the -praters 
Of injured virtue are preferred in vain. 
Arife diftingaithed ! bl ail Ambition's hopes ! v 
FruArate her dark defigns ! the heroic deed 
Shall live recorded in the page of fame, 
Or warbled by the mnfe. The immortal mufe, 
From time's impetuous tide, whofe current fwecps 
Kingdoms and mighty nations down the gttlpfc 
Of dark oblivion, refcufes and preserves' 
The wreath by virtue eartfd. In fature times, , 

Br 
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By Gou>'s fireams, or in the cultured plains 

Of fair Balagna, when fecure of wrongs, 

And lawlefs rale, the pefcfwrt {hall behold 

His ripening harvefts, confcious of his biifs, 

Thus to his Ions ihall he rebearfe the praiie 

Of British virtue— (from their eyes the while, 

Tears of foft-mingkd gratitude and joy, 

Sprung genuine from the heart, ihall ileal) " My 

ion s, 
•' Revere the race of Albion : when the fword 
" Of fpoilers rofe againft us, from afar 
u They heard our mourning, and our fufferings 

mov'd 
" Their generous hearts. They faw, and they ad- 

mir'd 
" The fpirit.of our fathers, unfeduc'd 
"By venal arts; unftiaken, undifmay'd 

■ 

" By rage tyrannical : they rofe confefs'd 

2 " Free- 
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" Freedom's avengers : trembling and abaflTd 
" The Gaul beheld, and fled as from the wrath 
" Of angry heaven."— O Albion, wilt thou fcorn 
Thefe proffered laurels yielding fairer fame 
Than wealth and empire ? Shall perfidious fmiles 
Of floth entice thy virtue, and unnerve 
Thy boafted ftrength ? Forbid it, Heaven ! the bold 
Heroic Briton, true to Freedom's caufe, 
Her rights fhall vindicate, avenge her wrongs,. 
And heap confufion on her faithlefs foes* 
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TO A FRIEND. 

TILL will thy bofom heave I Still will the 
cloud 

Cf forrow lour on thy defponding brow ? 
O how it grieves me to behold thee grieve ! 
To fee thee pcnfive feek the lone retreat 
Of Solitude, the nurfe of Woe, and yield 

G2 Thy 
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Thy blooming youth a victim to Defpair ! 
Uanifli thy forrows. With tmbiafTed mind 
Weigh thy condition and thy: fears ; difcern 
With reafon and with candour, O difcern 
Thy real from thy fancied woes. Beware 
v Of a diftempered fancy, for her rod 
Endowed with magic potency commands 
pan umbered legions, o'erwhelms the foul 
With forrow and difmay. Like thee erewhile 
Haplefs t languished, and my youth decayed 
plafled by fell imaginary cares ; 
And forrow ftili had laid my bofom waftt* 
$till had I languilhed plaintive and forlorn, 
Incapable of action and of joy, 
$ut that my better genius roufed my foul, 
from her coafuming lethargy. My friend ! 
The mild companion of my early days, 
Thou of tht ^mdid and ingenuous bread* 

Whofe 
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Whofe praife inflamed me in the upward path 

m 

Of fcience and of truth, mail I not ftrive 
To wean thee from thy forrows, and diffufe 
The balm of comfort on thy troubled foul ? 

Soft was the feafon, for the genial airs 
Of fummer waved their odoriferous wings 
On hill and dale/ in valley and in grovt 
tjmbrageous. Yet nor funny hill, nor dalt 
Gaily enamel'd, nor irrlguous vales, 
Nor groves umbrageous could afford me joy. 
Sorrowing and fad I fought the impervious gloom 
Of forefts, where the folitary rocks 
Piled favage, frowned on my desponding foul. 
And now Hyperion in the Atlantic main 
With Amphitrite and the Nereid nymphs 
Held converfe; Hesper in the weftern fky 
His lucid lamp fufpended, thro* the vault 
Of night diffufing radiance; till the moon 

G 3 Pee/ 4 
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Peer'd o'er the fliaggy eaftern hills, half-veil'd 
With clouds and vapours, in fantaftic (hapes 
Rolled round the horizon. On a moffy bank 
Reclined, befide a reverend elm, I mus'd 
Alone and mournful. From a neighbouring glade 
Her melting notes, with many a folemn paufe 
And many a warbling, Philomel renew'd. 
Fall by a limpid ftream, meandring wild 
With murmurings fuited to my foul, enticed 
My heart with pen five pleafure, and ere long 
Shedding from downy wings his opiate dews, 
Soft flcep defcended on my weary eyes. 

'Twas then a vifion of high import rofe 
Refulgent on my foul. Before me lay 
A v'alley guarded with impending rocks, 
With meads and ftreams, and fhady groves adorned. 
Full many an intricate, and winding way, 
And many a thorny, many a flowery path, 

Trod 
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Trod by continual paflengers, appeared 
In various perfpe&ive. Some rofe aloft 
To ftately towers and palaces that crown'd 
The fununit of a/piring hills, and blaz'd 
Effulgent to the fun. Others retir'd, 
Sought the low valley, and the calm retreat 
Of groves and deepening glades, by placid (beams 
Guiding their artlefs mazes. Others led 
To flowery bowers and meadows, whence arofe 
The noife of merriment, and dance, and fong. 
Not more perplexed and intricate that fam'd 
Daedalian labyrinth, where the Cretan king 
And lawgiver, fage Minos, held in dire 
Captivity the Athenian youth a prey 
To the fell Minotaur, till Theseus flew 
The infatiate monfter, and gave Ath ens peace. 



G4 A white 
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A while Tmbarraflcd I remained, in doubt 
Whither to bend my unexperienced Hep ; 
Till ifltpng from a woody dale obfcure 
And folitary, lo a female form 
Drew my attention. Sable her attife, 
And flowing ; peniive was her air, and flow 
And graceful was her motion. Blooming health 
Her lovely hue embelliflied j and. her eye. 
Soft and ferene, exprefs'd a mind benign. 
And gentle, an4 engaging. Onward ftill 
She moved, and feemed fo lovely, and fo mild, 
And languishing, my bofom glow'd with lova ; 
And, as by foft contagion;, I perceived 
Congenial languilhment poflefs my foul. 
Onward Jhe came ; with reverential awe 
Lowly I bended. She, with afpett bland, 
Thrice o'er me waved a myrtle bough, and thrice 
Shoo^. from the leaves drops of enchanting dew 

Cold 
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(Cold and pellucid. Sodden I perceiv'd 
My bofom beat with marvellous defire 
*Io follow her, unparagoned, and flow, 
And gracefully retiring. To her dell 
I followed : till behold, a winged Boy, 
Lovely of feature, rofy, and array'd 
In white apparel, with his trefles loofe, 
And playing with the fportive gale, appeared 
Smiling before iae. Ever and anon 
He (hook his purple plumage, and a (hower 
Of flowers and fragrant bloflbms on my path 
Defended grateful. Then his harmlefs fporta 
Jovial he pra&ifed. " Youth, faid he, is blithe, 
f And ever lively, and that Power am I. 
f Yiel^ thee to me, and to the feftive vales 
f Of pleafure I will guide thee. Hafle thee, leavt 
f. Pale Melancholy; pale, tho' flte appear 
i' glooming to thee. Avoid her wayward path, 

c VAn4 
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" And her inft&kmt conrverfe; elfe derpair 
" And pan IImII be thy portion. Haie away, 
" And I will fill thee with delight/' « Away!" 
Sternly replied die penfive Power, " nor tell 
" Ofpleafnrcs and delight! froitkfi delight! 
«* Pleafores that leave a fling." The Boy abaihM 
Withdrew relu&ant, and his fcattered flowers 
Withered before me* Then with eary grace, 
With dignity, and with a {mile, the maid 
Addrefled me watering : " Think not to receive 
Real enjoyment in the light porfnits, 
And blandishment of pleafnre. In her vales 
And flowery arbours, and enchanting groves. 
Vipers and terpen ts lye unfeen to fting 
The nnwary traveller ; and in the bowers 
44 Thatgarnifh her deceitful manfion hang 
" Fruits fwelled with poifon ; lovely they appear, 
*• Yet they will fill thee with difeafe, and pain, 

"And 
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«' Andforrow, and remorfe." Nor idly climb 

iC The afcent of vain Ambition ; tho* her towers 

** Shine with illuftrious glory, they contain 

" Demons and fiends to fcourge thy foal, and oft 

" They hurl the haplefs vittim of their power 

" Down to the gulph of Infamy, to rue 

" In anguilh and contrition, all the days 

• f He wafted in purfuit of fame. With me 

< 
" And Solitude retiring, thou (halt gain 

" Immunity from all the various ills 
" Attendant on the focial ftate. No guile, 
" No flandering malice (hall deftroy thy peaces 
«' But thou ilialt tafle unfpeakable delight, 
" And independent, fuited to the date 
"^Of man, a wandering paffenger below.'* 
More than her melting eloquence her air 
So languifliing and tender, and her grace, 
And mildnefs of demeanor, and her eye 

Swim* 
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Swimming in tears, fubdued mc. O what high 
Ineffable enjoyment feized my foul, 

Soon as I entered thatobfenre recefs, 

» 

Lonely and devious! Ravifliment divine F 
Like that of Num a, when by Tyber's dream, 
Secluded from the public view, he rang'd 
The woodlands withEGERiA, and his mind 
Stored with immortal wifdom. Cliffs abrupt 
And (helving rocks incumbent o'er the glade, 
On either fide rofe awful ; and below 
Deep woods extended their dark umbrage, far 
Into the valley. Pines, and mournful yews, 
And weeping willows, poplars to the breeze 
Waring their foliage, and the cyprefs, grew 
Spontaneous in that lone retreat. The ft reams 
And fountains ifluing from the caverned rocks, 
Flowed in meanders murmuring thro 9 the rale* 
At intervals the widowed dove bewail'd 

Hci 
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Her mate untimely flain. And, tuneful, oft 
Arhid the twilight of the grove was heard 
The tale of Tereus, and the unequalled wrongs ' 
Of Philomela. How the folemn gloom 
My foul o'erftiadowed* as by gliding ftreams, 
By darkfome grottos, underneath the brow 
Of ivyed cliffs, thro' many a winding path, 
Many a low valley and forfaken lawn 
I flrayed with my conductor : (he the whilt 
Haviflied my heart, reciting various tales 
Of human fuffering, and with plenteous tears 
Mourning the fate of Virtue, oft compelPd 
To bend beneath oppreffion* and endur^ 
Penury, fcorn, and infolent rebuke. 
O how her eloquence with rapture fill'd 
My bofom, as her tuneful tongue deplorM 
The fleeting nature of terreftrial blifs. 
Often fhe paufed, and iighing fore, refum'd 
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Her Uneatable train, repeating oft, 
' Ah me! bow rain the promiics of joy ! 

* How vain the vifions of deceitful hope! 

* Fair (miles the valley in the eye of morn, 

* With dewy bloflbms, and with vernal airs, 

* Bat foon the unexpeded temped loan, 
4 And Mails the beauties of the tranfient fcene." 

Onward we journeyed, and behold the vale 
With deeper horror frowned ; the lavage rocks 
More lavage feemed ; the mazy (beams, erewhile 
So pleafing, flowed more (lowly, and were ftain'd 
With a funeral dye, and mormnred hoarfe 
And horrible. Even my conductor leem'd 
Left lovely and engaging, for her hue, 
Erewhile fo rofy, left her; in its ftead 
Palenefs fulfilled her features ; and her eye 
Grew heavy, unenlivened with thofe mild 
And fweet cxpreJfions that enticed my heart. 

Oft 
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Oft from the adjacent groves waitings were heard 
And lamentations. Imprecations dire, 
At times, appalled me* Orphans reft of hope 
Wailed with the widow, and with plenteous tears 
Bedewed the urns and aflies of the dead. 
From many a glade iflued the woeful plaint 
Of lovers, racked with unabating pangs, 

Pierced with the ingratitude and bitter fcorn 
Of thofe they worfhipped. Many a voice bewail'd 
The changes of aiFe&ion, and the fmile 
Of counterfeited friendship. .Others griev'd, 
Galled with the ihafts of fiander, and the wounds 
Infli&ed by the fecret hand of guile 
Prompted by malice. Bards, who had afpir'd 
To gain the applaufes of Apollo, mourn'd 
Their fruitlefs labour, and their laurels torn 
By envy, by unmerited negled 
And cenfure blighted. Many a voice deplor'd 

The 
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The fall of public virtue, the decay 

Of freedom and fair honour, and that craft 

And foul ambition gathered the reward 

Due to the Patriot. Frequent I beheld, 

Graved on the adjacent rocks, inscriptions, urns* 

Devices of fad ifnport* and the tales 

Of tbofe that travelled thto' the dale grown wild* 

Gloomy, and rugged, reft of every joy. 

My foul was fmitten ; when a human form, 
Meagre, and gaunt, and fqualid, from a cave' 
fad by, accolled me. Of middle age 
He Teemed, and proffered me a cup. I knew 
The beverage baneful, yet with recklefs mind. 
By cruel forceries compelled, I quafPd, 
Too plenteoufly I quaiPd the invenomed draught/ 
Erewed by Solicitude of bitter drugs, 
fiud fell infernal mixtures. He, the brood 
Of Melancholy, in that dreary cave 

6 ISrgotten, 
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Begotten, fatherlefs, with ritefi abhorr'd, 
And muttered incantations , ay contrives 
The ruin of the unhappy travellers, luf'd 
To tread the masses of that dire retreat. 
Bending on me his haggard eye, with frowns 
And iharp rebuke reproving me, " Behold 
" What you have forfeited," he cried, « and loft." 
Then with a rod inftintt with magic power, 
He fmote the adamantine rocks ; and lo, 
Parting, they fhcw'd me on the other fide, 
A lovely landfcape, an ex ten five plain 
Watered with lucid fire am s, adorned with woods 
And lawns and meadows. A delicious gale 
Breathed odours, gathered from the fruits and 

flowers 
Of that Arcadian fcene. And foon appeared 
Shepherds and nymphs, to minftrelfy of pipes 
Dancing rn antic meafures. How I long'd 

H To 



ii4 THE PROGRESS 

To (hare their merriment ; alas, in Tain ! 

The fell magician fmote the rocks ; they ctos'd, 

And barred my paflage. As a» exile, left 

Alone on fome deferted more, expofed 

To famine and the rage of favage beafts, 

Viewing afar the leflcning fails of thofe 

That left him, fmites his bofom, and deplqres 

His direful deftxny ; fo in that wikt 

And weary wildernefs forlorn I wept. 

Darknefs defcended terrible, and lo, 

A threatening raape, armed with a croel fcourge, 

Accompanied with many a demon dire, 

Forfued me. Jt was Fear, of Fancy born 

To fell Solicitude. For Fancy oft 

Leaves her Elysiak manfions, and her fmiles 

And gay attire, and in the dreary wafte. 

Fenfire arrayed in a fnneral pall, 

With Melancholy mufes. Her the fiend, 

£ Amid 
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Amid the gloom of a Tartarian grove, 
Ravifhed with brutal violence, and impregn'd 
With Fear and thofe mimapen fpedres ay 
Prompting his rage, and to his dire behefh 
Obfequious. Me he menaced and afTatt'd : 
I ran and wept ; he followed, and with yells 
Appalled me. O what miseries I endur'd 
In rugged paths forlorn ; athwart the gloom 
Demons and ghaftly vifages uncouth 
Glared horrible. Thick voices indiflinft, 
Behind me, terrified my fainting foul ; 
And oft, fwift mooting thro' the deepening {hades, 
The livid lightening gleamed and often fcath'd 
And cleft the groaning foreft. Still I urg'd 
My miferable flight, till I attain'd 
An awful precipice abrupt. O there 
By furious fiends thro* various paths purfu'd 
"What wretches were aflembled | Loud lament, 

H 2 And 
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And wailing and fierce frantic fcreams arofe 

Horrid around me, and befide me, lo, 

Pale Melancholy. " Down ye plaintive crew. 1 

Imperious with a hollow voice (he cry'd: 

" Down to the regions of Defpair." They yell'd 

And headlong plunged into the dark abyfs. 

What horror feized me trembling on the verge 
Of that tremendous precipice!-— a while 
lrrefolute I flood : Fear urged behind 
With his infernal furies; and the fiend 
Solicitude, and Melancholy, now 
A loathfome hag. O Heaven ! I cry'd. A flood 
Around me blazed of unexpe&ed day. 
The fpeftres vanished. From an opening cloud 
A radiant form, as of a feraph, girt 
With robes effulgent, down the bending icy 
Came gliding. Soon my bofom recognized 
The majefty of Wisdom, tempered fweet 

6 With 
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With condefcending mildnefs. With a voice 

Full of fubduing melody, benign 

And awful, he addreiTed me. " Hafte thee hence. 

" Leave the retreats of Solitude: forego 

*' The fellowfliip and wizard-arts of her 

" That late enticed thee, and betrayed thy foul 

*' To Sorrow, urging thee to wild Defpair. 

" Know, to Defpair, magician dire, is given 

" Leave, for a time, to (end his engines vile, 

" His crafty emiSTariei, to aflail 

" Mankind by violence, or by guile to prove 

** Their manhood, and reliance in the Power 

" That rules the univerfe. Leave the aby fs 

" Of forrow, and unfathomable woe. 

" Seek the purfuits of focial life : engage 

" In a&ion: nor with overweening care 

" Anxious anticipate events. To Heaven 

" Leave every iffue. Aft as it becomes 

H 3 A reafon. 
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" A reafonable, a&ive being, form'd 
•• By a beneficent, omnifcient Power 
" Supreme in the creation. To condqft 
«• Thy fteps from this inhofpitable wild,. 
" To guide thee to the vale of Peace, to fhed 
' ♦ Flowers on thy paflage, and to lift thy foul 
*' With glad prefages, failing in the prime 
" Of lovely youth, Hop; on celeftial wings 
•• Salutes thee. Be of comfort."— I^awoke, 
The viiion vanifhed. In the eaflern fky, 
Arrayed with radiance, in his golden car, 
Phoebus appeared. Raylefs and pale, the moon 
Sunk waning in the weft. The hovering mills 
Involved the mountains in their fleecy fkirts. 
The tuneful nightingale her mournful tale 
Ceafed: in her ftead the merry lark arofe, 
And hailed the morning. Underneath, the vale 
So lovely with her cultivated fields, 

Her 
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Her azure rivers, and her vocal groves, 

Her humble cottages, her lowing herds. 

Her (hepherds piping, while their chearful flocks 

The dewy upland browzed, my foul infpir'd 

With peace, and gratitude, and foft delight* 
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WH Y, lovely daughter of the vale, defcend 
Thy tears faft-trickling I To the defart- 
gale 
Flow thy difhevelled trefles ? On thy cheek 
Fades the young rofe with pining grief. Difpel 
Thy riling fears, nor wildly-gazing turn 
Inceffant to the vacant fhapelefs air 
Thine eye difordered. " See that pallid form \" 
Anfwered the maid, " beckoning on me with 

frowns 
" And fierce demeanor ! fee that bofom gor'd 
" With welling wounds !— On me, ill-fated youth, 
" Bend not fevere thy flern accufing eye; 
" For I am guiltlefs of thy blood. This breaft 

« Was 
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•* Was ever faithful to my plighted vow : 
•• Witnefc the fighing of my broken heart ! 
•• Witnefs the wailing of my ileeplefs nights I 
•• Witnefs my days of anguifb ! and my tears 

•• Shed hourly on thy grave. Fair as yon am 

Waving its foliage to the mountain's breeze 
Was Edwin, gentle as the gale of fpring ; 
** Bat if enraged, wild as the roaring deep 
*« Chafed by the tempeft. Me the lacklefs youth 
•• Preferred, and pleating to mine artlefs ear 
" Breathed the foft language of his foul. My faith 
•* Was early flighted, and my conftant heart 
•' Prefcrvcd the impreffion of his peerlefs form 
** Indelible. But in ill-omened hour 
" Came Ed red ; (killed in guilefnl arts, he fmil'd 
•« On every maid, and whifpered ftudied tales 
•* To the believing virgins. Me he itrove 
*' Infidious to feduce, bat ftrovein vain. 

*Yet 



RURAL TALES. 125 

* c Yet not unpleailng to mine ear his fpeech 
*' Devifcd with canning, and with courtly phrafe 
*• Embcllilhed. Oft my blufhes mixt with fmiles 
" Betrayed my flattered vanity, and fed 
" His lawlcis hope. Edwin perceived! his foul 
" Stung with refentment, aid with jealous rage 
" Impaflioned, flamed a fierce dsvouring fire. 
" He challenged Ed red to the field : they fought 
" Befide yon brawling rivulet, and their gore 
" Defiled the lucid ftreara. Bv mutual wounds 
" Both fell, and dying 'gainft Rowena pour'd 
" Dire imprecations. Sure the holy faints 
" Their curfes ratified ; for fince that day 
" No ray of peace hath vifited my foul. 
" By horror haunted, reftlefs and difmay'd, 
" Hourly I tremble, hourly I decay. 
*' Sorrow confumes me! Soon this weary heart 
" Shall ceafc from fighs and anguifhin the duft." 

T H E 
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THE 

FATE OF AVARICE. 

TjESIDE that glade behold a fhapelefs mound 
O 'erg row n and (bagged with noifome weed* 
and throbs 
Of poifonous quality. A fir-tree fcath'd 
By the blue lightening fpreads her withered^ arms 
Acrofs. Our herds and bleating flocks afar 

View it afkance. For know, no living thing 
Its tangling brakes approacheth, fave the bat 

Flitting nodturnal, or the ill-omened owl, 

Or noxious reptiles; fave at midnight hour 

That yells and bowlings ifluing forth appall 

The wandering fhepherd, while athwart the (hadd 

Fierce fiery vifages with gefture ftrange 

Gleam terrible. An impious corfe interred 

Beneath 



RURAL TALES. 127 

Beneath the unhallowed heap, vitiates the growth 
Of flowers and tender herbs, tainting the dews 
And foflering juices, or with noxious fleams 
Infe&ing the fweet air. The fordid wretch 
In hoarded wealth abounding ne'er unbarr'4 
His portal to the ftranger, ne'er, attir'd 
The naked, nor the hungry orphan fed : 
The needy never ftiared of his abundance ; 
Nor blefl his ripening harvefls. Holy Heaven 
Regarded him with pity, and with-held 
Due punifhment till his relentlefs arm 
Oppreft the weeping widow, and condemned 
Her age to miiery and pinching want. 
Then the red arm of vengeance lanced the bolt 
Unerring. His unrighteous wealth, amafs'd 
By rapine, perifhed : his devoted barns 
Flamed with avenging fire : infuriate fiend* 
PoiTeft his bofom: maddening he forfook 

The 
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The abodes of men, and to the midnight (hades 
Howled dolorous. At length where yonder, heap 
Arifeth, his blafpheming fpirit burft 
Her tenement, and left an odious carcafe. 



THE NAIAD, 



V^OU aflc the caufe, Lavinia, why the nymph 
Of this meandring ftream, the fouthern vale 
Negle&ing, heedlefs of the enamelled lawns 
And meadows, northward through the lurid heath 
Purfues her folitary way ? Then lift 
A tale full oft by fhepherd fwains reheaiVd 
On days of feftival. In antient times, 
Altanabreck this lovely Naiad woo'd 
In Thetis bower, a fea-nymph fweet of voice 

And 
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And mufical of utterance. Feats atchiev'd 
By heroes, and exploits of bold emprize 
The Nereid fang melodious ; and for this 
The Goddefs of the coral grove beflow'd 
A filver urn, by Vulcan's cunning fldll 
Engraved with myftic figures, and with ftreams 
Amply replenished. Due obeifance paid, 
The nymph departed and commenced her fway. 
Pleafed with the verdure of our fouthern vale, 
u Here," faid the virgin, " fliall my limpid flream 
" Flow garrulous through groves and echoing 

glades ; 
" Anon through verdant meadows, to the flowers . 
" Imparting moiHure, to the fhepherd (Wains 
«' Warbling wild melody."— The nymph was fair 
And blooming : and her artlefs beauty won 
Thehcart of Phoebus. "Yield thee, gentle 

nymph, 

I " Nor 
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" Norfcorn the love of Phoebus," (thus the God 
His prayer addrtft) and on thy margin green 
*' With genial influence fhall my beams defcend 
" Fruitful of flowers and herbage. Thee the farcins 
" Shall cerebrate, the fweetly-dittied fong 
" Myfelf infpiring." B»t m vain the God 
His amorous fuit preferred ; diftaiaful fpeech * 
Arid fcom his fole requital. Then in wrath, 
" Depart,'' he cried, " perverfe and pridefuf 

nymph! 
'« Nor fhatl thy pride avail thee : northward bend 
«' Thy fullen courfe, nor meet my fervid ray 
•* Unlefs to prove my vengeance, and deplore 
" Thy tiny urn exhaufted. More to quell 
•* Thy froward Spirit, be thy name uacouth 
" And ftubborn like thy nature, all unmeet 
" To flow melodious in poetic rhyme.'* 
The Naiad heard indignant, nor replied ; 

Nor 
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Nor of her choice repenting, northward turnM 
Her tuneful current. Pen five on her urn 
Reclining her the Goddefs of the bow, 
Di'AN accompanied with quivered nymphs 
Hailed, and with gentle greeting thus confbl'd : 
" Hail, honoured virgin I by thy trial prov'd 
" Deferving. When thy watry charge allows, 
" Or due attendance in the coral bower 
" Of filver-flippered Thetis, 'mid the rocks, 
" Andwoody dales, and upland lawns, with me 
" Purfue the rapid deer. Dreary the wafte 
" Lav'd by thy lucid ftream : nor yet repine : 
*' On thy green margin fhall my Dryad nymphs 
" Raife bloomy fhrubs, impregnating, the gale 
" With fragrance, and with interwoven boughs 
" Veiling thy current from intrufive beams. 

" Unmufical thy name fuch the decree 

" Of ftern Apollo — yet thy winding flreams 

I 2 '* Flow 
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'* Flow mufical !— how fwcct their warmbling din 
Heard by the fhepherd haftening from the hill 
At noontide to allay his thirft! For this, 
" On feftal days afTembling, grateful fwains, 
" Breathing the wildly-dittied fong, (hall hymn 
" Thy name with Pales and protecting Pan." 
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ELEGY 

ON THB 

DEATH OF A LADY. 

Quia defiderio fit pudor, aut modus 
Tarn can capitis ? 

Cui Pudor et Juftitiae foror 
Incorrupta Fides, nudaque Veritas 
Quando ullam inveniet parem ! Hon. 

}f I "% I S the delufion of fome hideous dream ! 

■^ Some horrid fantafy that haunts my foul 

With images of woe. O that it were 

A tranfient fantafy ! too well my heart 

Feels her misfortune, feels the dreadful truth 

That Lucia moulders in an early grave. 

O ye that honour virtue, that eftcem 
Nobility of foul, the generous heart, 

H The 
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The bofom moved by pity to afluage 
The pangs of forrow, and difpel thfe fears c 
Of want and pale defpondency, lament ! 
She who was ever gentle and benign, 
The friend of forrow, moulders in the dull. 

O ye that tread the Mufes flowery path, 
Here fcatter garlands, fcatter rofes here ; 
This meed fhe merits, for flic loved the Mufe, 
And could diftinguiih with difcerning tafte, 
The various beauties of immortal fong. 
Lament ye Mufes, mourn ye generous arts, 
Ye that ennoble and refine the foul, 
Your candid friend, your patronefs, lament! 

O ye untainted by contagious vice, 
Ye who have feelings to difcern the grace 
Of true religion, your congenial fouls, 
Melting in tender fympathy, will grieve, 
Grieve for yourfelves, and that a downward age, 

T* 



* 
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To folly and malignant error prone, 

Hath loft a pattern of furpaffing worth. 

Unblemifhed innocence ! ingenuous truth! 

Religion pure, and rational, and mild! 
Engaging manners! charity! and all 

The affedions that embellifh anJ ex.;It 
The human heart, ah whither wiil ye fly 
For refuge from a persecuting world! 
For Lucia fleeps untimely in the dud. 

O ye fupreme in forrow, who deplore 
A wife! a parent! O forgive the Mufe 
Who thus intrudes on your becoming woe, 
Mingling with yours her genuine tear, the tear 
That flows from gratitude, the tribute due 
To peerlefs merit. Could the Mufe impart 

A ray of confolation! fruitlefs wifli! 

Lo, other comforters! the cherub- choir 
Thatcalm'd her parting moments, Patience crown'd 

With 
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With an immortal garland, finiling Hope, 

And meek-eyed Refignation, heavenly forms, 

That foothed her ftruggling foul, and bade her fear 

No danger in the dark and trying hoar 

Of difiblution. See! on you they bend 

Their gracious aipecl ; and with them behold 

The difembodied fpirit, now a pare 

Angelic nature. O to thefe refign 

The empire of your fouls, for they have power. 

Not to remove, but to alleviate woe, 

To foften and improve the tender pang, 

And fo reftore you to the path of peace. 
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MISCELLANEOUS 
VERSES. 



PROLOGUE 

ON THE 

OPENING OF AN ENGLISH THEATRE 
AT St. PETERSBURGH. 

▼ T| T I T HO UT the aid of ornament or art, 

* * To fpeak the language of a grateful heart, 
I come refpe&ful. Little known to fame. 
Through ftormy. feas to diftant ihores we came ; 
And to us Britons, in a foreign land, 
Britons held forth the kind protecting hand. 
Friendlefs we came; jbut every British heart 
In all our interests took a friendly part ; 

Yc 
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Ye cheared out hopes, dhpeJled our anxious fear* 
And made out welfare your peculiar care; 
Fair fame attend you ! O may due fucceft 
Reward your merit, and your labours blefs! 
Kind as ye are, and generous, may ye ftill 

4 

Enjoy the power, as ye poflefs tke wilf t 

Peace be your portion ! from your dwellings far 

Be banifhed Sorrow and corroding Care ! , 

The rulfcrs of this rand beheld wkh joy 

How British hearts on British hearts rely, 

How Albion's fons, incapable of change^ 

Through no variety of friendfhips range, 

* • 

Kind without intereft, with affection true, 

Generous and conftant where their faith is due. 

The rulers of this land whofe hofts defy'd 

■* 

The rage of infidels, and quelled their pride, 
Made K a h u l*s dreams with flaughtered foes run red, 
Heaped Bender's walls with thoufands of the dead, 

Undaunted 
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Undaunted in the gallant ftrife of arms, 
Even to Byzantium carried dire alarms, 
Tinged the A eg a en wave with Ottoman gore, 
And fhook with terror Asia's diftant fhore ; 
They faw your goodnefs, felt it, and were mov'd 
To emulate the worth their fouls approv'd ; 
This generous fympathy their favour drew ; 
Us they applauded, but they honoured you. 

With goodnefs in extreme, even from the throne 
The radiance of the imperial bounty fhone, 
Beamed glory round us, raifed us from the ground, 
And bade us bloom, and bade our fruits abound. 
Far through the nations may that radiance mine • 
Supremely bright, beneficent, benign, 
To fofter Merit, from the haunts of men 
To banilh Difcord and her ghaftly train ; 
Envy mall pine and ficken at the fight, 
And Turkish crefcents mingle with the night. - 

2 ON 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

A H fhepherds ! what a lamentable change ! 
Behold that cheek* where youth and beauty 
bloom'd, 
Lifelefs and pale ! Extinguished now the beam 
That fhone erewhile in her expreffive eye, 
An image of her fool, ferene, and foft, 
<And lovely, and fubduing ! ah ! no more 
Warbles the mufic of her tuneful voice. 
Silent (lie lies, rcgardlefs of our woe ! 
Wake, lovely maid! — But (he can ne'er awake ! 
For who can bur ft the fetters of the grave I 
O (he was lovely and beloved : her fmile 
Gave rapture to the foul. When (he adorn'd 
The feftive dance, no other paftime ftay'd 



The 



'the nymphs and ibtybffd* : fron» th$ Ulk $#7 

came, 
Beheld her and admirM. So, and 'ti$ furig 
On days of feftival by rural twd§» 
When kind enlivening funs with genial warpidp 
IrapregnaUpg tk e gl$be f <:all forth fte Rofe, 
Through groye* and glades (Jie joyful tidings rttiy 
And iafutf bale fltfSijuvANS and thefAVHS, 
AiTemfaUng round from d$ll* and drippitlg cave;,* 
Bleft tip fm phwU and bail feer Queea of Flowers* 

Qa^Api and P&YiDs, eyery jdlvan power 
tfrorfhipped in gw>V£ and valley, whither ftray'd 
Your ^r.andcjriag ijretfieps at tjii| awful hour? 
Could not your Jieavcnfy ebarw* your tuneful voice, 
tiav* (bofhp4 *fe« 'age flf rueful fate, and ftayM 
The lethal blow ? Ah me ! if heavenly charms, 
jf fofteft nielody could footbe the rage 
Of rueful fate, our Phoebe had not died; 

K Ak 
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Ah what avails it that fubduing grace 
Falhioned her lovely form ? Of what avail 
Thaffhc was gentle ? Can the ingenuous breaft y 
The foul of truth unblemiflWd and ferene, 
The bluih of modefty, the tender heart. 
Can they repel the ruthlefs arm of death ? 
Flow, flow, ye tears ! inhuman death regards 
Nor youth, nor beauty. Like a treacherous froft 
Thit fpreads at even his cold hand on a bank 
Of fragrant flowers, and foon the vivid tint* 
Languish, and fade, and mingle with the daft, 
De#th dole upon her, and by flow degrees 
Wafted her opening prime, and long delay'd, 
As if in pity, long delayed the blow; 
At length he fmote and plunged us in defpair. 



ON 
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ON THE 

DEATH 

t « 9 

OF THE 

EARL AND COUNTESS 

OF 

SUTHERLAND. 

WRITTEN, m.dcc.lxvi. 

*Tp W O trees, the glory of the foreft, grew 

Beauteous with interwoven boughs. The morn 
Rofe fouling, clad in vermil blooms : her dews 
Spangled their waving foliage, and her gales 
Around them breathed perfume. The ff; van fwains 
Beheld them and admired ; and to the hills 
And vales, in fiveetly-dittied fong, prpclaim'd 

£ % Their 
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Their praife unbidden : while the gentle nymphs 
Gathering the bioflbms of returning fpring, 
And hang their chaplets on the leafy boughs. 
But ere Hyperion on his noon-tide throne 
Exalted in the midft of heaven, difplay'd 
Meridian majefty, a 1 templft rofe* 
A fore diftreffing tempeft, and o'erwhelm'd 

The goodly pair, Witnefs, ye doleful groves, 

Ve rocks, ye murmuring ftreamlets, how the vale 
Was filled with forrow. Then the woodland nymphs 
Tore their fair trefles, beat their fnowy breads, 
And wept and mourned. No mtore tilt ftephetd-bby 
Tended his milk-white yotngting*, ftftd sH pipe 
Posied the frd mating bf heaH-*cndirig <gmt.-^ 
Forgive, bright (hades! the mournful (train who 
brings 
This trlfautcto y o ur te m p. ^Tho Would not griev* 
When Merit in the blooming prime of itfe, 

Adorned 
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Adorned with high nobility, is fwept 

Into jlIijp cj ay -cold grayed O chief for theej. 

Fair Lady! pattern of connubial love, 

T-he mufe laments. For thee the Virtoes weave 

^ ftr&Lth ityiw/ytal ; and thy pecrW* pfai£ 

Shall be preferred by Caledonia's damn. 
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VERSES TO A LADY, 



WITH THE 



GENTLE SHEPHERD. 



pAIR Lady! this affecting layperufe, 

The genuine offspring of the Doric Mufe: 
The Mufe erewhile on Caledonia's plains 
That charmed the forefts with mellifluent (trains, 
Copious and clear where Leven glides along. 
Where T we da liflens to the fhepherds fong t 
Where Spey impetuous pours his rapid tide. 
Or in the valley of commercial Clyde, 
By winding Forth, or by the filver Tay, 
Warbling ihe welcomed the return of May, 
Cold now the hands, ex tin ft the heavenly fire 
That waked to ecflafy the living lyre; 



No 



' 



* 
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No more the "energy of fong pervades 
Oar filent valleys, and forfaken glades; 
No more the green hill and the deepening grove 
Reibund the longing, languid voice of love : 
For Hamilton the Loves and Graces mourn; 
And tuneful Mufea weep at Ramsay's urn. 
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rut 
NOBLE HERMIT, 

A FRA6M1NT. 

The author defined a dramatic poem on the* 
fubjeft of Mr. Cartwright's Armi«te an 4 
EtviRA, bat want of leifure prevented his 
executing any more of it t)ian the following 
introductory fcene, 

ttAIL, lovely Morn! hail, thou reviving beam 

That gilds the orient, chafing to the weft 
The damps and (hadows in the rear of night! 
Hail, blooming fields! ye vernal groves, array'd 
With beauty, where a thoufand feathered fongfters 
Mingle fhcir melodies, I greet you well. 
Ye murmuring brooks, ye rivulets, and ye rocks 
Encumbent o'er this (oliptrfyale, 

* Mr 
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My grateful fabtfatio* ye deferve ; 
For ye lure granted urn benign compofiire, 
Sweet peace of mind, and freedom from the goad 
JD f tyrannising paffioji. f i£pions gifts I 
To him .that tfiimat:* their worth aright, 
More valuable far than wealth or grandeur. 
Jn vain amid the din cod pomp of war, 
'Mid dinging armour, b^rniUied helms and (j?ear« t 
And prancing fteeds caparifoned, and all 
•The dread array of marihaUed hoik, in vain 
I fought to find diem* Calm Contentment -flic* 
To fhadps and jUitude, J ae'cr beheld 

9 

Her placid eye amid the glare of courts. 
The lofty patecs* -die £upendnj»s dome, 
The fretted roo& the fcnjptiured -pillar Jtewq 
With rare device ♦ofmafbnxy, the hall 
With nua&reiiy re&unding, and the fean\ 
^tatareffiey? The^eloitof QuUt? No! 

Of 
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Of Envy rather, and of bitter Rancour. 
Calm Quiet have I found thee !— — Yet one care 
Alarms my bofom like a fullen cloud 
Flying athwart the vernal Iky. My Armine, 
The prop of my declining age, the folace 
And treafure of my foul, brooks not a life 
Of lone retirement and inglorious eafe. 
Eager he pants for arms, and to di&nguiih 
His name by feats of hardihood. He errs. 
For glory is not aye the meed of valour, 
But oft the recompence of glozing cowards. 
While injured Merit eats the bread of care. 
But I muft medicine this his fond conceit, 
And that right fkilfully ; for if he knew 
The fame of his high anceftry, derived 
From Odin, and the purple tide that flows 
Impetuous in his veins, tranfmitted pure 
Through a long line of heroes, and that I* 

Btneath 
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Beneath the banner of the holy Crofs, 
Fought not inglorious, when bold Godfrey led 
The flower of Europe to Jerusalem, 
Not all the wifdom of the cloiHered fage, 
Nor all the reverence that he bears his father. 
Cold rein his fiery foul. • • • 



THE END. 
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